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THE 


f. DANGER of Writing VE RSE. 
An EPIS T L E. 

i: Firſt printed in the Year 1741. 

Quz poterant anquam ſatis expurgare cicutz, 


Ni melius dormire putem, quam ſcribere verſus ? 
Hos. 


DANGER of Writing VERSE. 
An EPISTLE. 


* 
_ N 
+ 
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O U aſk me, fir, why thus by phantoms aw'd, 
No kind occaſion tempts the muſe abroad ? 
Why, when retirement ſooths this idle art, 
To fame regardleſs ſleeps the youthful heart ? 


W 


Z 'Twou'd wrong your judgment, ſhou'd I fairly ſay 

0 4 Diſtruſt or weakneſs caus'd the cold delay; 

| I int the ſmall diff rence, till we touch the lyre, 

q wixt real genius and too ſtrong deſire ; 

ne human ſlips, or ſeeming ſlips pretend, 

I hich rouſe the critic, but eſcape the friend; 

1 lay which, tho' dreadful when the foe purſues, 

| ? ou paſs, and ſmile, and ſtill provoke the muſe. 

9 B 2 Yet, 


E 


Vet, ſpite of all you think, or kindly feign, 
My hand will tremble while it graſps the pen. 
For not in this, like other arts, we try 

Our light excurſions in a ſummer ſky, 

No caſual flights the dang'rous trade admits, 
But wits once authors, are for ever wits. 

The fool in proſe, like earth's unwieldy ſon, 
May oft riſe vig'rous, tho” he's oft o'erthrown ; 
One dang'rous criſis marks our riſe or fall, 

By all we're courted, or we're ſhunn'd by all. 


Will it avail, that unmatur'd by years, 
My eaſy numbers pleas'd your partial ears, 
If now condemn'd, my riper lays muſt bear 
'The wiſe man's cenſure, and the vain man's ſneer ? 
Or, ſtill more hard, ev'n where he's valu'd moſt, 
The man mult ſuffer, if the poet's loſt ; 
For wanting wit, be totally undone, 
And barr'd all arts, for having fail'd in one. 
When fears like theſe his ſerious thoughts engage, 
No bugbear phantom curbs the poet's rage ; 
"Tis pow'rful reaſon holds the ſtreighten'd rein, 
While flutt' ring fancy to the diſtant plain 
Sends a long look, and ſpreads her wings in vain. 


But 
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But grant, for once, th' officious muſe has ſhed 
Her gentleſt influence on his infant head. 

Let fears lie vanquiſh'd, and reſounding fame 
Give to the bellowing blaſt the poet's name. 

And ſee! diſtinguiſh'd from the croud he moves, 
Each finger marks him, and each eye approves ! 
Secure, as Halcyons brooding o'er the deep, 
The waves roll gently, and the thunders ſleep, 
Obſequious nature binds the tempeſt's wings, 
And pleas'd attention liſtens whilſt he fings ! 


O bliſsful ſtate! O more than human joy! 


What ſhafts can reach him, or what cares annoy ? 


What cares, my friend ? why all that man can know, 
Oppreſs'd with real, or with fancy'd woe. 
Rude to the world, like earth's firf. lord expell'd, 
To climes unknown, from Eden's ſafer field; 

No more eternal ſprings around him breathe, 

Black air ſcowls o'er him, deadly damps beneath ; 
Now muſt he learn, miſguided youth, to bear 
Each varying ſeaſon of the poet's year ; 

Flatt'ry's full beam, detraction's wintry ſtore, 

The frowns of fortune, or the pride of pow'r. 

His acts, his words, his thoughts no more his own, 
Each folly blazon'd, and each frailty known. 

Is he reſerv'd ?—his ſenſe is ſo-refin'd 

It ne'er deſcends to trifle with mankind. 


B 3 Open 


Is thinking all mankind muſt like their wit; 


And half of thoſe have ſome peculiar whim 
Their teſt of ſenſe, and read but to condemn. 


4 
Open and free they find the ſecret cauſe 
Is vanity ; He courts the world's applauſe. | 
Nay, tho” he ſpeak not, ſomething ſtill is ſeen, 
Each change of face betrays a fault within. 
If grave, tis ſpleen ; he ſmiles but to deride ; 
And downright aukwardneſs in him is pride. 
Thus muſt he ſteer thro' fame's uncertain ſeas, 
Now ſunk by cenſure, and now puff'd by praiſe ; 
Contempt with envy ſtrangely mix'd endure, 
Fear'd where careſs'd, and jealous tho' ſecure. 


One fatal rock on which good authors ſplit 


And the grand buſineſs of the world ſtand til 
To liſten to the dictates of their quill. 
Hurt if they fail, and yet how few ſucceed ; 


What's born in leiſure men of leiſure read ; 


Beſides, on parties now our fame depends, I 
And frowns or ſmiles, as theſe are foes or friends, 1 


Wit, judgment, nature join ; you ſtrive in vain ; 


"Tis keen ihvetive ſtamps the current ſtrain. 
Fix'd to one fide, like Homer's gods, we fight, 7 
Theſe always wrong, and theſe for ever right. 3 | 


And would you chuſe to ſee your friend, reſign'd 
Each conſcious tie which guides the virtuous mind, 


Embroil'd 


I'd 


11 
Embroil'd in factions, hurl with dreaded fill 
The random vengeance of his deſp'rate quill ? 
'Gainſt pride in man with equal pride declaim, 
And hide ill nature under virtue's name ? 

Or, deeply vers'd in flattery's wily ways, 

Flow in full reams of undiſtinguiſh'd praiſe ? 

To vice's grave, or folly's buſt bequeath 

The bluſhing trophy, and indignant wreath ? 

* Like Zgypt's prieſts, bid endleſs temples riſe, 
And people with earth's peſts th' offended ſkies ? 


The muſe of old her native freedom knew, 
And wild in air the ſportive wand'rer flew ; 
On worth alone her bays eternal ſtrow'd, 
And found the heroe, ere ſhe hymn'd the god. 
Nor leſs the chief his kind ſupport return'd, 
No drooping muſe her ſlighted labours mourn'd; 
But ftretch'd at eaſe ſhe prun'd her growing wings, 
By ſages honour'd, and advanc'd by kings. 
Ev'n knowing Greece confeſs'd her early claim, 


And warlike Latium caught the gen'rous flame. 
| 3 Not ſo our age regards the tuneful tongue, 
1 Ts ſenſeleſs rapture all, and empty ſong : 
No Pollio ſheds his genial influence round, 


No Varus liſtens whilſt the groves reſound. 
B4 Ev'n 
. Qui neſcit qualia demens 
ZE gyptus portenta colat ? crocodilon adorat. 
Juv. Sat. 25. 


2 „ 

| Ev'n thoſe, the knowing. and the virtuous few, - 
Who nobleſt ends by nobleſt means purſue, 
Forget the e poet's x uſe; the powerful ſpell _ 

| Of magic verſe, -which S1oney paints ſo well. 
Forget that riſing at the muſe' s word 

The Leſbian patriot ſmote the ſounding chord, 
That Homer's numbers wak'd the Grecian flame, 
j That Pindar. rous d inglorious Thebes to fame, 
That every age has great examples given 

1 Of virtue taught 1 in verſe, and verſe inſpir'd by heaven. 


— — Y 


| But 1 forbear — theſe "INTE no longer laſt, \ F 
; The times of fable and of flights are paſt. 

i | To glory now no laurel'd ſuppliants bend, 

18 No coins are ſtruck, no ſacred domes aſcend. 
| | 8 who ſtill the muſe's charms admire, 
And beſt deſerve the verſe your deeds inſpire, 
1 Ev'n in theſe gainful unambitious days, 

Feel for yourſelves at leaſt, ye fond of praiſe, 
And learn one leſſon taught in myſtic rhime 
« 'Tis verſe alone arreſts the wings of Time.“ 
* Faſt to the thread of life, annex'd by fame, 


A ſculptur'd medal bears each human name. 
O'er Lethe's ſtreams the fatal threads depend, 


The glitt'ring medal trembles as they bend ; 


Cloſe 


* Bacon de augmentis ſcientiarum. 
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YA | Cloſe but the ſhears, when chance or nature calls, 


The birds of rumour catch it as it falls; 
A while from bill to bill the trifle's toſt, 


The waves receive it, and tis ever loſt ! 


But ſhould the meaneſt ſwan that cuts the ſtream 
Conſign'd to Phœbus, catch the favour'd name, 
Safe in her mouth ſhe bears the ſacred prize 
To where bright Fame's eternal altars riſe. 
Tis there the muſe's friends true laurels wear, 
There * Egypt's monarch reigns, and greatAuguſtus there. 


Patrons of arts muſt live till arts decay, 
Sacred to verſe in every poet's lay. 
Thus grateful France does Richlieu's worth proclaim, 
Thus grateful Britain doats on Somers” name. 
And, ſpite of party rage, and human-flaws, 
And Britiſh liberty and Britiſh laws, 
Times yet to come ſhall fing of Axxa's reign, | 
And bards, who blame the meaſures, love the men. 
But why round patrons climb th* ambitious bays ? 
Is intereſt then the ſordid ſpur to praiſe ? 
+ Shall the ſame cauſe, which prompts the chatt'ring jay 
To aim at words, inſpire the poet's lay? 
And 
* Ptolemy Philadelphus. 
+ Perſius. 
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10 J 
And is there nothing in the boaſted claim 
Of living labours and a deathleſs name? 
The pictur'd front, with ſacred fillets bound? 
The ſculptur'd buſt with laurels wreath d around? 
The annual roſes ſcatter d o'er his urn, 
And tears to flow from poets yet unborn ? 


IIluſtrious all! but fare to merit theſe, 
Demands at leaft the poet's learned eaſe. 
Say, can the bard attempt what's truly great, 
Who pants in ſecret for his future fate ? 

Him ſerious toils, and humbler arts engage, 
To make youth eaſy, and provide for age; 
While loſt in filence hangs his uſeleſs lyre, 
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Or grant true genius with ſuperior force 

Burſts ev'ry bond, reſiſtleſs in its courſe, 

Yet lives the man, how wild ſoe'er his aim, 
Would madly barter fortune's ſmiles for fame ! 
Or diſtant hopes of future eaſe forego, 

For all the u reaths that all the nine beſtow ? 
Well pleas'd to ſhine, thro' each recording page, 
The hapleſs Dryden of a ſhameleſs age ? 


Ill-fated bard ! where-e'er thy name appears, 
The weeping verſe a ſad memento bears. 
Ah! what avail'd th' enormous blaze between 
Thy dawn of glory, and thy cloſing ſcene ! 


% 
When A 
. 


* 


* A: 
. 


os 

5 4 
kf 

4 23 
„ 
a7 1 


3 
9 
"i 
* 


0 
*F 


nen 


1 


When ſinking nature aſks our kind repairs, 
Unſtrung the nerves, and filver'd o'er the hairs ; 
When ftay'd reflection comes uncall'd at laſt, 
And grey experience counts each folly paſt, 
Untun'd and harſh the ſweeteſt ſtrains appear, 
And loudeſt Pzans but fatigue the ear. 


"Tis true the man of verſe, tho' born to ills, 
Too oft deſerves the very fate he feels. 
When, vainly frequent at the great man's board, 
He ſhares in ev'ry vice with ev'ry lord ; 
Makes to their taſte his ſober ſenſe ſubmit, 
And gainſt his reaſon madly arms his wit; 
Heav'n but in juſtice turns their ſerious heart 
To ſcorn the wretch, whoſe life belies his art. 


He, only he, ſhou'd haunt the muſe”s grove, 
Whom youth might rev'rence and grey hairs approve ; 


Whoſe heav'n-taught numbers, now, in thunder roll'd, 


Might rouſe the virtuous and appal the bold. 
Now, to truth's dictates lend the grace of eaſe, 
And teach inſtruction happier arts to pleaſe. 

For him would PLATo change their gen'ral fate, 
And own one poet might improve his ſtate. 


Curs'd be their verſe, and blaſted all their bays, | 
Whoſe ſenſual lure th' unconſcious ear betrays; 
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Wounds the young breaſt, ere virtue ſpreads her ſhield, 


And takes, not wins, the ſcarce diſputed field, 
Tho' ſpecious rhet'ric each looſe thought refine, 
Tho' muſic charm in ev'ry labour d line, 

The dang'rous verſe, to full perfection grown, 
Bavivs might bluſh, and QuARLEs diſdain to own. 


Shou'd ſome Macxaon, whoſe ſagacious ſoul 
Trac'd bluſhing nature to her inmoſt goal, 
Skill'd in each drug the varying world provides, 
All earth emboſoms, and all ocean hides, 
Nor cooling herb, nor healing balm ſupply, 
Eaſe the ſwoln breaſt, or cloſe the languid eye ; 
But, exquiſitely ill, awake diſeaſe, 
And arm with poiſons ev'ry baleful breeze: 
What racks, what tortures muſt his crimes demand, 
The more than Box of a bleeding land! 
And is leſs guilty he, whoſe ſhameleſs page 
Not to the preſent bounds its ſubtil rage, 
But ſpreads contagion wide, and ſtains a future age? 


Forgive me, Sir, that thus the moral ſtrain, 
With indignation warm'd, rejects the rein; 
Nor think I rove regardleſs of my theme, 
Tis hence new dangers clog the paths to fame. 
Not to themſelves alone ſuch bards confine 
Fame's juſt reproach for virtue's injur'd ſhrine ; 
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Profan'd by them, the muſe's laurels fade, 
Her voice neglected, and her flame decay'd. 


And the ſon's ſon muſt feel the father's crime, 
A curſe entail'd on all the race that rhyme. 


New cares appear, new terrors ſwell the train, 
And muſt we paint them ere we cloſe the ſcene ? 
Say, muſt the muſe th* unwilling taſk purſue, 
And to compleat her dangers mention you ? 

Yes you, my friend, and thoſe whoſe kind regard 
With partial fondneſs views this humble bard : 
Ev'n you he dreads. Ah! kindly ceaſe to raiſe - 
Unwilling cenſure, by exacting praiſe. 
Juſt to itſelf the jealous world will claim 

A right to judge ; to give, or cancel fame. 
And, if th* officious zeal unbounded flows, 
The friend too partial is the worſt of foes. 


* Behold th' AruExiAx ſage, whoſe piercing mind 
Had trac'd the wily lab'rinths of mankind, 
When now condemn'd, he leaves his infant care 
To all thoſe evils man is born to bear. 

Not to his friends alone the charge he yields, 
But nobler hopes on juſter motives builds; 
Bids e'en his foes their future ſteps attend, 
And dare to cenſure, if they dar'd offend,” 


_ . * Platonis Apologia. 


(14 ] 

Wou'd thus the poet truſt his offspring forth, 1 
Or bloom'd our BRIrAIN with ArHENIAN worth; 7 
Wou' dd the brave foe th imperfe& work engage 1 

{| With honeſt freedom, not with partial rage, 3 

What juſt productions might the world ſurprize ! Lo 

| What other Pops, what other Manos riſe ! = 


| 
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i But ſince by foes, or friends, alike deceiv'd, 4 
[ Too little thoſe, and theſe too much believ'd ; 5 
Since che ſame fate purſues by diff rent ways, & 
Undone by cenſure, or undone by praiſe ; E 
Since bards themſelves ſubmit to vice's rule, 

And party-feuds grow high, and patrons cool : 

Since, ſtill unnam'd, unnumber'd ills behind 

Riſe black in air, and only wait the wind : 

Let me, O let me, ere the tempeſt roar, 

Catch the firſt gale, and make the neareſt ſhore ; 

In ſacred filence join th' inglorious train, | 

Where humble peace, and ſweet contentment reign ; 


If not thy precepts, thy example own, 
And ſteal thro' life, not uſeleſs, tho' unknown. 
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RASTUS, 
AT ALE 


Infelix ! Nati funus crudele videbis. 
Hi noſtri reditus, expectatique triumphi ! 
Hzc mea magna fides! —V1zc. 
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JADRASTUS, 
A TALE. 


H E RE Hermus' waters waſh the Lydian ſtrand, 
The pow'rful Crœſus ftretch'd his wide ee 

A warriour king, whoſe willing ſubjects bow'd 

To ſceptred worth, ſuperior to the croud. 

Vaſt was his wealth, for conqueſt ſwell'd his ſtore; 


Nor what enrich d the prince, had left the people poor. 


Two ſons he had, aht in outward mien, 
The tender pledges of à Aying queen. 
But ſpeechleſs one ne'er taught his fire to melt 
With liſping eloquence by parents felt; 
| He And 
® This ſtory is related in the firſt book of Herodotus's hiſtory. 
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And mimic art in vain expedients ſought 


To form the tongue, and free th' impriſon' d thought, 


Yet blooming Atys well that loſs ſupply'd, 


Atys the people's hope, and monarch's pride. 


His beauteous ſoul thro? every feature glow'd, 
And from his lips ſuch ſoft perſuaſion flow'd, 
As nature had withheld the brother's ſhare, 
Only to pour a double portion there. 


But vain thoſe graces, ſince conceal'd from view 


They droop in ſhades, and wither where they grew. 


For one dread night, when o'er the weary king 
The drowſy god had ftretch'd his leaden wing, 
He ſcem'd, he knew not where, in wars engag'd, 
And, whilſt around the doubtful battle rag'd, 
Saw from ſome hoſtile hand une ring part 

A fatal ſpear, which pierc'd his Atys' heart. 

He ſtarts, he wakes.— tis night and flence all! 
Yet, ſcarce confirm'd, he ſtill beholds him fall; 
Still bleeds in fancy's eye the gaping wound, 

On fancy's ear the dying. groans reſound. 
Again he ſleeps ; the ja ſad ſcenes return 
Reftleſs he rolls, and waits the ling ring morn. | 


a 


* 


What can he do, ar how prevent a doom, 


Which heav'n foretels, and fate has ſaid ſhall come? 


And yet perhaps the gods theſe dreams inſpire, 
To ſave the guiltleſs ſon, and warn the fire. 
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Too fond of arms I wander'd far aſtray, 
While youth and blind ambition led the way. 
And ravag'd countries may perhaps demand 
This bleeding 1 ſa-rifice at Creeſus' hand. 
Then hear me, gods, propitious, while 1 ſwear 
Peace, only peace, ſhall be my future care. 
O wou'd your powers but ſave my darling boy, 
No more this breaſt ſhall glow, this arm deſtroy ! 
Nor ere ſhall Atys the dire ſport purſue, 
Still in my court, and ſeldom from my view, 
In eaſe inglorious ſhall he paſs his days, 


Untaught to feel th' inſatiate luſt of praiſe.” 
E 


2 


He ſpake, and cautious far away remov'd 
From Atys, what next Atys moſt he lov'd, 

The pomp of war: no falchions guard the gate, 
And chiefs unarm'd around his palace wait. 

Nay farther ſtill extends a parent's fear, 

Ev'n arms themſelves he dreads, and moſt the ſpear ; 
Nor leaves of ancient wars the weak remains, 
But ftrips the trophies from the mould'ring fanes, 
Leſt, fixt too looſely, from the faithleſs ſtone 
The caſual ſteel ſhou'd drop, and pierce his ſon. 
Thus ſome ſweet warbler of the feather'd throng 
Deep in the thorny brake ſecures her young ; 
Yet, vainly anxious, feels a fancied woe, 

And ſtarts at every breeze that ſtirs the bough; 
With filent horror hears the whiſp'ring groves, 
And diſtant murmurs of the ſpring ſhe loves. 
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Unhappy fire ! but vainly- we e oppoſe. bY 
Weak human caution, when the gods are bes; | 
The ſtory's ſequel muſt too ſurely prove, 5 
That dreams, prophetic dreams, deſcend from jove. 


Nor yet ſhall Atys thwart thy fond deſigns; 
He moves implicit as his ſire inclines. 
On every look his eager duty hung. 
And read his wiſhes, ere they reach'd his wane” 
With ſmiles he ſtrips his helmet's plumy pride, 
With ſmiles he lays his uſeleſs ſpear aſide ; 
Nor lets one ſigh confeſs a latent care, 
Reſerving all his griefs for his ane ear. 


Adraſtus early d his ſoul apptore, Ee 7 
Brave, virtuous, learn'd, and form'd for foo 1 
A Phrygian youth, whom fate condemn'd to roam, 
An exil'd wand'rer from a cruel home. 

For, yet a boy, his inadvertent lance 

An infant brother ſlew, the crime of chance, ; 
In vain he wept ; the rigid ſire demands 

His inftant abſence from his native lands. .. 

Or threatens inſtant death: fiom des th he "A 
And loaded with a father's curſe withdrew. 

Yet not in vain the gods ſuch ills diſpenſe, 

If ſoft-ey'd pity takes her riſe from hence, 


If 


1 
If hence we learn to feel another's pain, 
And from our own misfortunes grow humane. 


This young Adraſtus found, and hence confeſs'd 


That mild benevolence, which warm'd his breaſt, 
Hence too his fortune ſtretch'd a bolder wing, 
And plac'd her wand'rer near the Lydian king: 
There long the favour'd youth exalted ſhone, 
Dear to the fire, but dearer to the fon.” | 
For pow'rful ſympathy their hearts had j Join 'd 
In "—_— wa you gratitude can bind. 
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With him did Aj '&very fpott purſue, 

Which health demands, and ng ages knew, 
At morn, at eve, at fultry noon, with him 
He rov'd the ſunny lawn, he ſwam the fiream; 
Beſide the brook, which d impling glides away, 
Caught the cool breete, or lur'd the finny prey; ; 
Urg'd: the light cir ator th” indented mead, 
Or hung impetuous o'er the Iooſe-rein' d ſeed, 
Beneath whoſe hoof unhurt the flow? rets riſe, | 
And the light graſs ſcarce trembles as he flies, 
But chief he Iod td range the woods 1 | 
And hear the muſic of Adraſlus wongu : 
With graceful eaſe unlock the Keel ab 


And that he learn d from him endear'd rhekowlode more, 


Of Thales' wiſdom oft the converſe 1 ran, 
How os... nature's beaiteous frame began, 


C 3 | And 
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And erſt to different forms the waters flow'd, 
As o'er the Chaos mov'd the breathing god. 


Of Solon too he ſpake, and laws deſign'd 
To guard fair freedom, not enſlave mankind—— 
And hinted oft what mytual duties ſpring 
*Twixt willing ſubjects and their father king; 
How cloſe connected greatneſs was with pain, 
What earthly bliſs, and who the happy man. 


Nor leſs the while his youthful breaſt he warms 

With pictur'd fights, the theory of arms ; 

Leſt inbred ſloth ſhould taint his future reign, 

And virtue wake, and glory tempt in vain, 

Thee, Homer, thee with rapture they peruſe, 

Expand the ſoul, and take in all the muſe ; 

Mix with thy gods, with war's whole ardor burn, 

Or melt in filent tears o'er Hector's urn. 

How oft tranſported wou'd young Atys cry, | 
Thus might I fight, twere glorious thus to die! 

* But why to me are uſeleſs precepts given, 

« Tied down and pinion'd by the will of heav'n ? 

No early wreaths my coward youth muſt claim, 

« No juſt ambition warm me into fame, 

« Hid from the world to ruſt in ſloth, and buy 

« A poor precarious life with infamy. 

« Happy, thrice happy, on each hoſtile ſtrand 

* The youths who periſh'd by my father's hand, 


«© Their 


4 {23 7] 
heir none {till ſurvives, and o'er their tombs 
3 « Their country's tear deſcends, and laurel blooms. - 
4 « To life alone the victor ſword's confin'd, — 
3 «« Wou'd you indeed diſtreſs, employ a love too kind.“ 
3 As oft Adraſtus, ſtudious to controul 
2 With reaſon's voice the tumult of the ſoul, 
4 Wou'd hint, to what exceſs ſoever wrought, | 
B Paternal fondneſs was a venial fault. 
4 Perhaps, as lenient time ſtole gently on, | 
43 The ſtorm which threaten'd might be quite o'erblown, 
2 And ſun-bright honour only be delay'd 
3 Awhile, to burſt more glorious from the ſhade. 
Y « Yet think,” he cried, © whatever they appear, 
1 „ Few are the cauſes can excuſe a war. 
4 Jo raiſe th' oppreſt, to curb th' inſulting proud, 
2 * Or ſhou'd your injur'd country call aloud, 
4 «© Ruſh, ruſh to arms, tis glorious then to dare, 
3 « Delay is cowardice, and doubt deſpair. 
3 * But let not idler views your breaſt enflame 
3 Of boundleſs kingdoms, and a dreaded name. 
3 „ *T1s yours at home to ſtem oppreſſion's waves, 
I {© To guard your ſubjects, not encreaſe your ſlaves ; 
3 On this juſt baſis fame's firm column raiſe, 
43 And be deſert i in arms your ſecond praiſe.” 
8 "Twas thus in converſe, day ſucceeding day, 
3 They wore unfelt the tedious hours away, | 
3 
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And y, on years in deny giteles raͤaͤüũß - ³U 
Till the boy roſe infenſtbly to man. Most brad uo 4 
What now ſhall Crœſus : find, hat Syrei voice} / 
To make retirement the reſult of choice? ! 
No father's tern; IN: nis 23 0 1 
A chain erte wet deren e 
In roſy fetters malł the yt be tied, 
And 15 rh 8 are _ the choſen bride. 
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Haſte, petty 850 nee onite che globe? 
Known by the blæzing tore and fatfron oben 
To Lydia haſte, for Atys er tel od ars 
Nor fair Idaliz*s bluſnes brot delaʒ; 

O'er glory's blaze your ſoft enchantments eee l 
And _ 2 _ A the myrtle wreath,  / 

ww MWA 19) Bim di 39505 don eds 

And now the gie ſecret eranſport found 
His hopes ſueceed, nor fears a martial wound. 
While loſt in love the happier Atys Hog; n No. en 
The willing victim of Idalia's eyes. 

O thoughtleſs man! from hence thy ſorrows flow, 
The ſcheme projected to avert the bloß 
But makevit ſure : fox ſee, From Myſia's lun 
Round liſt' wing Atys erouds à ſuppiſum band. 
Their tears, their cries; his eaſyi broaſt aſfaſl, 
Fond to redreſs them ere he hears their taleQ. 

« A mighty boar the cure of angry Heav'n 

* Fred from their homes the wretched ſuf rers driv'n. 
x « Waſte 


[ 4; J 

« Waſte were their viny-groves, their Hfing grain 

Their herds, their flocks, th?. + eee NON 
And ſcarce themſelves ſurvive. | 

O wou'd but peta de en r 

„Again their viny grovebh their waving grain 
„Might . | 

« And fair Idalia' n 78 1 


The youth ee th ee * retire ; 
When thus impatient ſpeaks the trembling ſice, 
What means my ſon i preſerv d, alas in yain, _,, 
EFram hoſtile ſquadrons, and the tented plain; 

« Youruſh on death—recal your raſh deſign, ; 

Mine de the blame, and be the danger mine, 

„ Myſelf will lead the band.“ The youth return'd, 

While his fluſn'd cheek with mild reſentment burn'd 

Will Creeſus lead the band, a hunter now. 

« Skill'd in therfight, and laurels on his,brow.? 

« Alas, ſuch mockeries of war become a 1 

« The loit'rer Atys fearful of his doom. 

% To him at leaſt theſe triumphs be reſign d, 

That not entirely uſeleſs to- man king 

« His days may ꝓaſs; Saat Win he al) bis aim, 2 

'* Theſe humble triumphs ſcarce: allied to fame. 

And yet, dread Sir, if you command his bay. 15 

(O force of duty!) Atys muſt obey. - - 

Alas on you whatever blame ſhall fall., D 

A father's fondneſs can excuſe it all. „ 
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« Bet me, of me, if ill your, power withſtands, 


What muſt the Lydian, what the Myſian bands, 
« What muſt Idalia think ? Adraſtus here, | 


Soft interpos d. Great King diſmiſs your fear, 


Nor longer Atys' firſt requeſt oppoſe ; 
« War was your dream, no War this region knows, 
« For humbler prey the hunters range the wood, 

« Their ſpears fly innocent of human blood. 

« Had in the ſportwe chaſe ſome phantom boar 
* Dug deep the wound, and drank the vital gore, 
«© That dreadful viſion had excus'd your care, 

«« Nor Atys offer'd an unheeded prayer. 

e F love the prince, and, but I think his life 

« Safe as my own, would urge him from the ſtrife. 


Permit him, Sir,. this arm ſhall guard him there; 
«© And ſafely may you truſt-Adraſtus' care, 


« For, ſhou'd he fall, this arm would ſurely prove 
« My boſom feels a more than father s love.” 


As, when impetuous thro" th' autumnal ſky 
Urg'd by the winds the clouds diſparting fly, 
O'er the broad wave, or wide extended mead 
Shifts the quick beam, alternate light and ſhade ; 


So glanc'd the monarch's mind from thought to thought, 3 


So in his varying face the paſſions wrought. 
Oft on his ſon he turn'd a doubtful eye, 
Afraid to grant, nor willing to deny. 


CW 1 

Oſt rais'd it, tearſul, to the bleſt abodes, 
And ſought in vain the unregarding gods, 
Then look'd conſent. But added, with a . 
« From thee, Adraſtus, 3 my ſon.” 200 
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Why ſhou'd I tell, dei for the py W 
How Atys chid the ling' ring hours of night? 
Or how the roſeate morn with early ray 
Streak'd the glad eaſt, and gradual ſpread the day, 
When forth he iſſued like the Lycian god? 
Looſe to the breeze his hov'ring mantle flowd. 
Wav'd the light plume above, behind him hung 
His rat ling quiver, and his bow unſtrung. 
He mounts his ſteed, the ſteed obey'd the rein, 
Arch'd his high neck, and graceful paw'd the plain. 
Ev'n Crœſus' ſelf forgot a while his fear 
Of future ills, and gaz'd with tranſport there. 
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Or why relate, when now the train withdrew, 
How fair Idalia figh'd a ſoft adieu; | 
How Crcoſus follow'd with his voice and eyes, 
Fond to behold,, but fonder to adviſe, 

And oft repeated, as they journey'd on, 
ht, From thee,” Adraſtus, I expect my ſon- . 

Suffice it us, they leave the waves which flow 

O'er beds of gold, and Tmolus' fragrant brow, 


Ol: | They 
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| They paſs Magnefia's plains, Caicus' ſtream 


The Myfan board; which chang'd i its ancient n | 
And reach Olymp — Cana 

There deſolaiöt Ipfead her ghaſtly reign 

Oer trampled vines and diſfipated e. 

And ſaw with Joy febölving ſeaſons ſmile 

To ſwell her pomp, and mock the lab'rers toil. 


Led by her balefulſteps the youth explore 


The dark retreuts, and rouze the ſoaming boar. 8 
Hard was the Nrife: his horny ſides repel © 
Unting'd the Pity fhaft, Und blunted my 
The dogs hie mangled ver the bleeding plain, 
And many à ſteed, and many a youth was ſlain. 
When now-his'well:aim'& bow Adraſtus drew, 


Twang'd the ſtretch'd ſtring, the feather'd vengeance flew, | 
And ras'd the monſter's neck: he roars, crane 


The croud purſues; the tilts: reſound their cries. | 

Full in the centre Gf # vale; embrown'd© + 

With arching ſtrades, they cloſe the ſavage round. 

He wheels, he glares, he meditates his prey 

Reſoly'd to ſtrike, refolv'd.to force his way; 

Bat Atys timely ſtop'd his fierce career, , 

And thro' his eye Ball fent the whizzing ſpear, 

And joy ful u hm reet/; with eager fpeed 
He bares the ſhining blade, he quits kis'ſteed ; 
* —Ah ſtop, raſ-Youth, not conqueſt you purſue, | 
Death lies in ambuſh there, the victim you; 
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« You ruſh. on fate” 175 vain-rbe. 3 ine Ya 
He rais'd his arm, and now had pierc'd his breaſt, tr Hoek 


When in that moment from:the.adyerſe throng ben 
A heav'n directed tpeay, Adraſtus;flung,..... „ belqmsu 15'0 
Glanc'd o'er the falling beaſt the fated wood. 
And fix'd in Atys“ breaſt drank deep the vital flood. 

The ſtrugling prince impatient of the wound 
Writh'd on the ſpear, the crouds encloſe him round, 
Then ſunk in death unknowing hence ie came, 


Yet, ev'n in death, he call'd Adraſtus name, bn Gol 


1 


« Where flies Agraftng, from his dying friend, 

O bear me near,” Podr prince thy life muſt We 
Not in thy muxdercr's arms, he hears thee not; 
Like ſome {ad wretch ſix d to the fatal ſpoe- 
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where fell the holt of Joye, nor ear, nor eye, 
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Nor arm to help, nor language to replů 7 [1s 24] 
Nor thought itſelf is his. ; Qblig'd to move 
As they direct his ſteed, he leaves the grave, -- ** 
As they direct to Sardis“ towers aga m 
In ſilence follows the returning train. * 1 013 bv 
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There too we turn, fon hers the penſiye e ods bf 

o hopes, now; feats, and pines With wis . Ns buf 

4 In every duſt before the wind that flies, dN 5 
1 In every diſtant cloud which ee not A 

e ſees his ſon return: till oft deceiw d 
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No more his eye the flattering ſcene believ'd, 3 
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Vet ſtill he wander'd, and with looks intent, 
The fatal road his darling Atys went. 

There to averted. heay 'n he tells his pain, 

And ſlaughter'd hecatombs decrees, in vain. 
There to Idalia, frequent by his fide, 

Relates his fears, or ſooths the weeping bride 
With tales of Atys' worth, and points the place 
Where late he parted from their laſt embrace. 
And now, perchance, in tears they linger'd there, 
When ſlowly· moving real crouds appear, 
What means, he cried; and ſhot a trembling eye — 
A youth deputed hy the reſt drew nigh, 
And in ſad accents told the dreadful tale, -- 
Rage ſeiz'd the king ; expiring, breathleſs, pale 
Idalia finks, th' attendant fair convey _ 

With tears, and ſhrieks,, the beautequs load. away. 
Where is the wretch ? hear hoſpitable Joye !—— 
&« Ts this, is this thy more than father's love? 

« Give me my ſon — why ſtare thy haggard eyes 
« As fix'd in grief? HERE only forrow lies“ 
And ſmote his breaſt, thy life in blood began 

« A fated wretch, a murd'rer ere a man. 

« O ſooliſn king! by my indulgence ſtole 

This ſerpent near me, that has ſtung my ſoul. 

This thy return for all a king could ſhower 

« Of bounty o'er thee, life, and wealth and power 
« But what are tho'e ? How great ſoe er they be, 
* I gave thee more, I gave myſelf to thee, 
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E53 
gave thee Atys, link'd in friendſhip's chain 

O fatal gift, if thus return'd again 
Reach me a ſword and yet, dear bleeding clay, 
* Can his, can thouſand lives thy loſs repay 270.945 N 
Then burſt in tears, “ heuv'n's inſtrument I blame, 
„ 'Tho' by his hand, from heav'n the VengegiosTaniei®, 5 
„ This ſtroke, O Solon, has convinc'd my pride 3 

O had I never AW; or hems died 

« Alas, poor whotths why doſt ge "TM MY 
And court my ſworQ' tho' loſt himſelf to reſt; | 

* This curſt of heav'n, this Creeſus can forgive 
* TV unhappy cauſe, and bids the murd'rer live.“ 


* * 
” ** 


* 
_ 


* 


AY 


7. 1 5 « * 5 . >. FO. © LP 2 . "RX | ” Po. ve Ch EE 4 * ” 
nd eee oe Re LIES ACE 4 ds mes 7 r nn r Woo, 
13 IR 2 . r n N 8 3 1 f 


PEA 2 5 
8 


** 
n > WS 
8 


n 
38 COTE 
7 


« Ah ſtop,” he crie! and write the milder fate 
© Here with thy ſword," I only liv'd for that. 
* Undone, 'I'thought,! beyond misfortune's t 
O do not oy n curſe me more. | 
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While yet he pleaded, to the mourning 3 
orth ruſt'd Idalia by her maids purſu jj 
ger ſhe ſeem'd, with light ſuſpicions fill dz. 
nd on her face n an e mid. 
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* Where is my wand'ring lands ye 1 8 TY 


288 Does he indeed along Meander ſtray, 
And rove the Aſian plain Ill ſeek him there. 
if * Ye Lydian damſels of your hearts beware, 
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Fair is my love as to the ſunny beam 
The light-fpread plumage on Cayſter's ftream, 
His locks are Hermus' gold, his cheeks outſhine 
*The ivory tinQur'd by your art divine. — © 
I ſee him now, in Tolar ſhade he lies 


On ſaffron beds, ſoſt ſleep has ſeal'd his eyes. 

| « His breath adds ſweetneſs to the gale that blows, 
} « Tread light, ye nymphs, -I'll teal on his repoſe. 
« Alas he bleeds, O murder, Atys bleeds, 

f Ad Oer his face a dying paleneſs ſpreads ! 

I Help, help, Adraſtus, can you leave him now, 
| In death neglect him! once it was not fo. 
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«© What, and not weep | a tear at leaſt is due, 
«© Unkind Adraſtus, he'd have wept for you. 
«« Come then, my maids, our tears ſhall waſh the gore, 
« We tao will die fince Atys is no more. 
« But firft we'll ſtrow with flowers the hallow'd ground 
« Where lies my love, and plant the cypreſs round ; 
Nor let Adraſtus know, for ſhould he come, 
New ſtreams of blood wou'd iſſue from the tomb; 
| « The flowers wou'd wither at his baleful tread, 

| And at his touch the fick'ning cypreſs fade. 
Come, come—nay do not tear me from his fide, 
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| Cruel Adraſtus, am 1 not his bride ? 

j ] muſt, I will - me wou d you murder too? 
1 At chis unable to ſuſtain bis woe, 

ö | « My ſoul can bear no more,” Adraſtus cries, 


(His eyes on beav'n) © ye powers who rule the ſkies ! 


L 33. J 
« If your auguſt, unerring, wills decreed, will A WOD © 
« That ſtates, and kings: and fainitiei halt tts: 
« Why was I ſingled to perform the part: F 
« Unſteel'd my-douls unpetri ted my heart p- a 
4A 470 
+ What had I done, 8 child, une dl at's 
« Ere paſſions cou d unfold, or thought began? 
« Yet then condemn'd an infant wreteh I fled, Lge. £2 
% Blood on my hands, and curſes on my head. 1 * 
« O had I periſh'd ſo but fortune ſmil e 
« To make her frowns more dire This hagrant child 
« Became the friend of kings, to curſe them all, 
« And with new horrors dignify his fall.? 
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Then eager ſnatch'd/his ſword, . for murders paſt n 
« What have I not endur'd?—be this my laſt , 
And pierc'd his breaſt. * This fatedꝭ arm ſhall ꝓuur 
„ Your ſtreams: af wrath, and hurł your bolts na more- 
« For pangs ſuſtain'd oblivion's all I crave, 
« let 2 1 in the grave! 
e, t hs ee 
10 Fees Sought the watch erent 15 
Dark are vaur ways, I wander in the gloum + 
Nor ſhou'd, perhaps complain. he grief a ſnare 
“But, if your heav'n has merey, pour it there, 
On yon heart broken king, on yon — 
He ſpake, and drew the ſteel; the weeping train 
Support him n he graſps the —_—_ Pp 
n an e "Theys 
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There feels the laſt ſad joy his ſoul deſires, 
And on his Atys much-lov'd breaſt expires, 


O happy both; if ought my muſe cou'd ſhed 
Of © tears eternal which embalm the dead ;” 
While round Britannia's coaſt old Ocean raves, 
And to her ſtandard roll th' embattled waves, 
Fair empreſs of the deep ; ſo long your names 
Shou'd live lamented by her brighteſt dames ; 
Who oft, at evening, ſhou'd with tears relate 
The murder'd friend, and poor Idalia's fate; 
And oft, enquiring from their lovers, hear 
How Crœſus mourn'd a twice revolving year, 
Then rous'd at Cyrus' name, and glory's charms, 
Shook off enervate grief, and ſhone again in arms, 
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RIDICVLE. 


Firſt printed in the Lear 1743. 
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ON 


RIDICU LE. 


& WAS faid of old, deny it now who can, 
The only laughing animal is man. 

The bear may leap, its lumpiſh cubs in view, 

Or ſportive cat her circ'ling” tail purſue ; 

The grin deep-lengthen pug's half-human face, 

Or prick'd-up ear confeſs the ſimp'ring afs ; 

In aukward geſtures aukward mirth be ſhown, 

Yet, ſpite of . man ſtill laughs alone. 


Th' all powerful hand, which tanght yon ſun to ine, 
Firſt dreſs'd in ſmiles the human face divine; 


And early innocence, unſpoil'd by art, 
Thro' the glad eye betray'd th' o'erflowing heart. 
No weak diſguſts diſturb'd the ſocial plan, 
A brother's frailties but proclaim'd him man. 
Nought perfect here they found, nor ought requir'd, 
Excus'd the weakneſs, and the worth admir d. 

D 3 Succeeding 
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Succeeding ages more ſagacious grew ; 
They matk'd our foibles, and would mend them too, 
Each ſtrangely wiſe, ſaw what was juſt and beſt, 
And by his model wou'd reform the reſt: 


The reſt, impatient, or reject with ſcorn 


The ſpecious inſult, or with pride return ; 

Till all meet all with controverſial eyes, 

If wrong refute them, and if right deſpiſe. 

Not with their lives, but pointed wits, contend, 

Too weak to vanquiſh, and too vain to mend. 
While thus precarious waves the doubtful field, 
Where none can conquer, and where none will yield ; 
Keen envy height'ning what weak pride begun, 

The ſneer grows gen'ral, and mankind's undone. 


Our mirthful age, to all extremes a prey, 
Ev'n courts the laſh, and laughs her pains away. 
Declining worth imperial wit ſupplies, 

And Momus triumphs, while Aſtræa flies. 
No truth ſo ſacred, banter cannot hit, 
No fool ſo ſtupid, but he aims at wit. 


Ey'n thoſe, whole breaſts ne'er plann'd one virtuous.deed, 
Nor rais'd a thought beyond the earth they tread : 


Ev'n thoſe can cenſure, thoſe can dare deride 
A Bacon's av"rice, or a lully's pride ; 

And incer at human checks by nature given, 
To curb perfection ere it rival heaven: 


Nay, 
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Nay, chiefly ſuck in theſe low arts prevail, 
Whoſe want of talents leaves them time to rail. 
Born for no end, they worſe than uſeleſs grow, 
(As waters poiſon if they ceaſe to flow) 

And peſts become, whom kinder fate deſign'd 

But harmleſs expletives of human kind. 

See with what zeal th' inſidious taſk they ply ! 

Where ſhall the prudent, where the virtuous fly 2 

Lurk as ye can, if they direct the ray, 

The verieſt atoms in the ſun-beams play. 

No venial flip their quick attention *ſcapes ; 

They trace each Proteus thro' his hundred ſhapes ; . 
To mirth's tribunal drag the caitif train, 

Where mercy fleeps, and nature pleads in vain. 


And whence this luſt to laugh? what fond pretence? 
Why, Shaftſb'ry tells ns, mirth's the teſt of ſenſe ; 
Th enchanted touch, which fraud and falſhood fear, 
Like Una's mirror, or Ithuriel's ſpear. 
Not ſo fair Truth — aloft her temple ſtands 
The work and glory of immortal hands. 
Huge rocks of adamant its baſe enfold, 
Steel bends the arch, the columns ſwell in gold. 
No ſtorms, no tumults reach the ſacred fane, 
Waves idly beat, and winds grow loud in vain, 
The ſhaft finks pointleſs, ere it verges there, 
And the dull hiſs but dies away in air. 

D 4 Yet 
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Yet let me ſay, howe'er ſecure it riſe, _ __ 
Sly fraud may reach it, and cloſe craft ſurprize. 
Truth, drawn like truth, muſt blaze divinely bright ; 
But, drawn like error, truth may cheat the ſight, 
Some aukward epithet, with {kill apply'd, 
Some ſpecious hints, which half their meanings hide, 
Can right and wrong moſt courteouſly confound, 
Banditti like, to ſtun us ere they wound. 


Is there an art, thid' ſcience? various ſtore, 
But madly ſtrain'd becomes an art no more? 
Is there a virtue, falſhood can't diſguiſe ? 
Betwixt two vices every. virtue lies : 
To this, to that, the doubtful beam incline, 
Or mirth's falſe balance take, the triumph's thine. 


Let mighty Newton with an augur's hand, 
'Thro' heaven's high concave ſtretch th' imperial wand, 
The vagrant comet's dubious. path aſſign, 
And lead from ſtar to ſtar th' unerring line: 
Who but with tranſport lifts his piercing eye, 
Fond to be loſt in vaſt immenſity.! : 


But ſhou'd your“ taylor, with as much of thought, 


Erect his quadrant, ere he cuts your coat; 
The parchment ſlips with algebra o'erſpread, 
And calculations ſcrawl on every ſhred ; 


Art 


* Your taylor, &c, ſee Gulliver's travels, voyage to Laputa. 
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Art miſapply'd, muſt ſtare you in the face, 
Nor could you, grave, the long deductions trace. 


Fond of one art, moſt men the reſt forego ; _ 
And all's ridiculous, but what they know. 
Freely they cenſure lands they ne'er explore, 
With tales they learnt from coaſters: on the ſhore. 
As Afric's petty kings, perhaps, who hear 
Of diſtant ſtates from ſome weak traveller ; 
Imperfect hints with eager ears devour, 

And ſneer at Europe's fate, and Britain's power. 


All arts are uſeful, as all nature good, 
Correctly known, and temp'rately purſued. 
The active ſoul, that heav'n-born lamp, requires 
Still new ſupports to feed, and raiſe its fires ; 
And ſcience” ample ſtores expanded ſtand, 
As diff rent aids the varying flames demand. 
And, as the ſylvan chace bids bodies glow, 
And purple health thro' vig'rous channels flow ; 
So fares the infant mind, by nature drawn, 
By genius rous'd at reaſon's early dawn; 
Which dares fair learning's arduous ſeats invade, 
Climb the tall cliff, or pierce th entangled ſhade; 
New health, new ſtrength, new force its powers receive, 
And *tis from toil th' immortal learns to live. 
Or, if too harſh each boiſt'rous labour proves, 
The muſe conduRs. us to more happy groves z 

Z : Where 
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| Where ſport her ſiſter arts, with myrtles crown'd, 
* Expreſſive picture, and perſuaſive ſound; 

| Where truth's rough rules the gentleſt lays impart, 
And virtue ſteals harmonious on the heart. 


| | We oft, tis true, miſtake the ſat'riſt's aim, 
if Not arts themſelves, but their abuſe they blame. 
| ' Yet, if, Cruſaders like, their zeal be rage, 

They hurt the cauſe in which their arms engage : 
„ On heav'nly anvils forge the temper d ſteel, 

| Which fools can brandiſh, and the wiſe may feel. 
Readers are few, who nice diſtinctions form, 
Supinely cool, or credulouſly warm. 

'Tis jeſt, tis earneſt, as the words convey 

Some glimm'ring ſenſe to lead weak heads aftray. 
And when, too anxious for ſome art aflail'd, 

'þ You point the latent flaw by which it fail'd; 

„ Each to his bias leans, a ſteady fool, 

| | And, for the part defective, damns the whole. 


" In elder James's ever-peaceful reign, 

i Who ſway'd alike the ſcepter and the pen, 

| Had ſome rough poet, with ſatyric rage, 

| Alarm'd the court, and laſh'd the pedant age ; 
| What freights of genius on that rock had ſplit ! 
Where now were learning, and where now were wit? 
Matur d and full the riſing foreit grows, 

Ere its wiſe owner lops th' advancing boughs ; 


For 


For 
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For oaks, like arts, a length of years demand, 
And ſhade the ſhepherd, ere they grace the land. 


Where then may cenſure fall? tis hard to ſay ; 
On all that's wrong it may not, and it may, 
In life, as arts, it aſks our niceſt care, 
But. hurts us more, as more immediate there. 


Reſign we freely to th' unthinking crowd 


Their ſtanding jeſt, which ſwells the laugh ſo loud, 


The mountain back, or head advanc'd too high, 

A leg miſ-ſhapen, or diſtorted eye ; N 
We pity faults by nature's hand impreſt, 

Therfites' mind, but not his form's the jeſt. 


Here then we fix, and laſh without controul 
Theſe mental peſts, and hydras of the ſoul ; 
Acquir'd ill nature, ever prompt debate, 

A zeal for ſlander, and delib'rate hate : 
Theſe court contempt, proclaim the public foe, 
And each, * Ulyſſes like, ſhould aim the blow. 


Yet ſure, ev'n here, our motives ſhou'd be known; 
Rail we to check his ſpleen, or eaſe our own ? 
Does injur'd virtue ev'ry ſhaft ſupply, 
Arm the keen tongue, and fluſh th' erected eye ? 
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Or do we from ourſelves ourſelves diſguiſe ;' 
And act, perhaps, the villain we chaſtiſe ? 
Hope we to mend him? hopes, alas, how vain ! 
He feels the laſh, not liſtens to the rein. 


Intent on vengeance wou'd we right mankind ? 
The purpole glorious, but the power confin'd ; 
And if to ſcare, not pierce, the ſword we draw, 
The hardy felon quite contemns the law. 


'Tis dangerous too in theſe licentious times, 
Howe'er ſevere the ſmile, to ſport with crimes, 
Vices when ridicul'd, experience ſays, 

Firſt loſe that horror which they ought to raiſe, 
Grow by degrees approv'd, and almoſt aim at praife. 
When Tully's tongue the Roman Clodius draws, 
How laughing Satire weakens Milo's cauſe ! 

Each pictur'd vice ſo impudently bad, 

The crimes turn frolics, and the villain mad; 

Rapes, murders, inceſts, treaſons mirth create; 

And Rome ſcarce hates the author of her fate. 


'Tis true, the comic muſe, confin'd to rules, © 
Supply'd the laws, and ſham'd the tardy ſchools 5 5 
With living precepts urg'd the moral truth, 0 
And by example form'd the yielding youth. D 
The titled knave with honeſt freedom ſhown, T 
His perſon mimick'd, nor his name unknown, A 


Taught 


ht 
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Taught the young breaſt its opening thoughts to raiſe 
From dread of infamy to love of praiſe, 
From thence to virtue; there perfection ends, 
As gradual from the root the flower aſcends ; 
Strain'd thro' the varying ſtems the juices flow, 
Bloom o'er the top, and leave their dregs below. 


"Twas thus a while th' inſtructive ſtage furvey'd, 
From breaſt to breaſt its glowing influence ſpread. 
Till, from his nobler tafk by paſſions won, 

The man unravel'd what the bard had done; 

And he, whoſe warmth had fir'd a nation's heart, 
Debas'd to private piques the gen'rous art. 

Here ſunk the muſe, and, uſeleſs by degrees, 

She ceas'd to profit, as ſhe ceas'd to pleaſe. 

No longer wit a judging audience charm'd, 

Who rous'd not fir'd, not raptur'd, but alarm'd, 
To well-tun'd ſcandal lent a jealous ear, 

And thro” the faint applauſe betray d the fear. 


We, like Menander, more diſcreetly dare, 
And well-bred Satire wears a milder air. 


Still vice we brand, or titled fools diſgrace, 


But dreſs in fable's guiſe the borrow'd face. 

Or as the bee, thro' nature's wild retreats, | 
Drinks the moiſt fragrance from th' unconſcious ſweets, 
To injure none, we lightly range the ball, 


And glean from diff rent knaves the copious gall ; 
; Extract 


* 
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Extract, compound, with all a chymiſt's fkill, 
And claim the motley characters who will. 


Happy the muſe, cou'd thus her tuneful aid 
To ſenſe, to virtue, wake the more than dead! 
But few to fiction lend attentive ears, 
They view the face, but ſoon forget 'tis theirs. 
« "Twas not from them the bard their likeneſs ftole, 
« The random pencil haply hit the mole ; 
© Ev'n from their prying foes ſuch ſpecks retreat ;” 
They hide them from themſelves, and crown the cheat. 


— . — — 
—ͤ᷑ — - — — — - 
—— — TEES —_— 
- — —_—_—_ — - 


— — — — — - — 2 = — << 
6363632 —— 


ZZ > „ &x. 2 


— — 
1 — — 
— 8 wh SY 


— — n — —— — 
— — CO — z 2 —Eäãͤ— —ðii x 
= * — - — 


Or ſhould, perhaps, ſome ſofter clay admit 
The ſly impreſſions of inſtructive wit; 
To virtue's fide in conſcious ſilence ſteal, 
And glow with goodneſs, ere we find they feel ; 
Yet more, tis fear'd, will cloſer methods take, 
And keep with caution what they can't forſake 3 
For fear of man, in his moſt mirthful mood, 
May make us hypocrites, but ſeldom good. 
And what avails that ſeas confeſs their bounds, 
Tf ſubtler inſets ſap the Belgian mounds ? 
Tho' no wing'd miſchief cleave the mid-day ſkies, 
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Still thro' the dark the baleful venom flies, 
Still virtue feels a ſure tho' ling'ring fate, 
And, ſtabb'd in ſecret, bleeds th unguarded ſtate, 


Beſidss» 


1 1 


Beſides, in men have varying paſſions made 
Such nice confuſions, blending light with ſhade, 
That eager zeal to Jaugh the vice away 
May hurt ſome virtue's intermingling ray. 
Men's faults, like Martin's broider'd coat, demand 
The niceſt touches of the ſteadieſt hand. 
Some yield with eaſe, while ſome their poſts maintain, 
And parts defective will at laſt remain. 


There, where they beſt ſucceed, your labours bend, 
Nor render uſeleſs, what you ſtrive to mend. 


The youthful Curio bluſh'd whene'er he ſpoke, 
His ill-tim'd modeſty the general joke ; 

neer'd by his friends, nor cou'd that ſneer endure— 
hold, ſad inftance of their {kill to cure 

he conſcious blood, which fir'd his cheek before, 
Now leaves his boſom cool, and warns no more. 


But affectation there, we all confeſs, 
dtrong are the motives, and the danger leſs. 
ure we may {mile where fools themſelves have made, 
Is ba]k'd ſpectators of a farce ill play d, 
ind laugh, if ſatire's breath ſhou'd rudely raiſe 
The painted plumes which vanity diſplays, 


O fruitful ſource of everlaſting mirth ! 
or fools, like apes, are mimics from their birth. 


By 
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By faſhion govern'd, nature each neglects, 
And barters graces for admir'd defects. 
The artful hypocrites, who virtue wear, 
Confeſs, at leaſt, the ſacred form is fair; 
And apes of ſcience equally allow 
The ſcholar's title to the laurel'd brow ; 
But what have thoſe gainſt Satire's laſh to plead, 
Who court with zeal what others fly with dread ? 
Affect ev'n vice] poor folly's laſt exceſs, 
As Pits miſtook deformity for dreſs, 
And ſmear' d with ſo much art their hideous charms, 
That the grim beauty ſcar'd you from her arms. 


Too oft * theſe follies baſk in virtue's ſhine, 
The wild luxuriance of a ſoil too fine. 
Yet oh, repreſs them, whereſoe'er they riſe— 
But how perform it? there the danger lies, 
Short are the leſſons taught in nature's ſchool, 
Here each peculiar aſks a ſep'rate rule. 
Nice is the taſk, be gen'ral if you can, 
Or ſtrike with caution if you point the man: 
And think, O think, the cauſe by all aſſign'd 
To raiſe our laughter, makes it moſt unkind, 
For tho' from nature theſe no ftrength receive, 
We give them nature when we bid them live. 
Like Jove's Minerva ſprings the gentle train, 
The genuine offpring of each teeming brain; 


* Affectations. 


On 


I 5 F- 

On which, like tend'reſt fires, we fondly doat, 
Plan future fame in luxury of thought, 
And ſcarce at laſt, o'erpower'd by foes or friends, 
Torn from our breaſts the dear deluſion ends. 

Then let Goodnature every grace exert, 
And, while it mends it, win th' unfolding heart. 
As in ſome ſtream the bank's projected force 
Not ſtops the current, but directs its courſe, 
So let Goodnature o' er our mirth preſide, 
Divert, not check; without impelling, guide. 
Allur'd by this, the gath'ring frown unbends, 
The laugh grows gen'ral, and ev'n wits are friends. 
Touch'd with this trickling balm, fair Virtue wakes, 
And gen'rous Satire heals the wound it makes. 
Secur'd by this, ye Britiſh bards, be bold, 
Let copious humour every ſource unfold, 
Inventive wit its whole artillery play, 
Grave as Cervantes, or as Lucian gay. 
So, in our age, too prone to ſport with pain, 
Shall ſoft humanity reſume her reign ; 
Shall moral mirth a face of triumph wear, 
Yet ſmile unconſcious of th' extorted tear; 
Pride without rancour feel th' objected fault, 
And Folly bluſh, as willing to be taught; 
Critics grow mild, life's witty warfare ceafe, 
And true Goodnature breathe the balm of peace. 
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TO-"FRE: 


Nymph of Bk 1sToL Spring. 


Hine atq; hine vaſtz rupes, geminiq; minantur 

In cœlum ſcopuli; tum ſylvis ſcena coruſcis | 
Deſuper, horrentiq; atrum Nemus imminet umbra. 
Intus Aguæ dulces, vivoq; ſedilia ſaxo 

Nxurhaxun domus Vino 
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Nymph of BRisToL Spring. 


N YMPH of the fount! from whoſe auſpicious urn 
Flows Health, flows Strength, and Beauty's roſeate 
Which warms the virgin's cheek, thy gifts I ſing! nn 
Whether inclining from thy rocky couch 

Thou hear'ſt attentive, or with ſiſter-nymphs 

Faſt by Sabrina's hoarſe- reſounding ſtream, | 

Thou cull' freſh flowers, regardleſs of my ſong. 


Avonia hear'ft thou, from the neighb'ring ſtream 
So call'd ; or Briſtoduna ; or the ſound 
Well known, * Vincentia ? Sithence from thy rock 
| E 3 The 


* Vincentia. ] The ſpring at Briſtol is uſually called St. Vin- 
cent's Well, and the rocks near it St. Vincent's Rocks on n 
fabulous tradition that that ſaint reſided there. 
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The hermit pour'd his oriſons of old, 
E nn ane. 


Whate'er thy title, thee the azure e god 

Of ocean erſt beheld, and to the ſhore 
Faſt flew his pearly car; th' obſequious winds 
Drop'd their light pinions, and na ſounds were heard 
In earth, air, ſea, byt murmuring fighs of loye. 
He left thee then ; yet not, penurious, left 
Without a boon the viglated maid ; 
But, grateful to thy worth, with bounteous hand 
Gave thee to pour the ſalutary rill, 
And pay this precious tribute to the main. 
And tilt he viſits, faithful to his flame, 
Thy moiſt abode, and each returning tide 
Mingles his wave with thine ; hence brackiſh oft 
And faul, we fly th' adulterated draught 
And ſcorn the proffer d bev'rage ; thoughtleſs we 
That then thy Naids hymenzals chaunt, 
And rocks re-echo to the Triton's ſhell, 
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Love warm'd thy breaſt ; to love thy waters pay 
A kind regard: and thence the pallid maid 
Who pines in fancy for ſame fav'rite youth 

Drinks in pew luſtre, and with ſurer aim 
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Darts 


„An Gil he viſits, &c.] The high tides in the Avon general. 
— Kaak ul n. 3 manner as to make the waters impro 
ane hours afterwards. 
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Darts more eniliven'd glances. Thence che boy, 
Who mourns in ſecret the polluted charms ! 
Of Lais or Corinna, grateful feels 

Health's warm return, and pants for purer joys. 


Nor youth alone thy power indulgent owns, 


Age ſhares thy bleſſings, and the tott ring frame 


By thee ſupported : not, Tithonus-like, 

To linger in decay, and daily feel 

A death in every pain ; ſuch cruel aids, 
Unknown to Nature, Art alone can lend: 
But taught by thee life's latter fruits enjoy 
A warmer winter, and at laſt fall off 

Shook by no boiſt'rous, or untimely blaſts, 


But why on ſingle objects dwells my ſong ? 
Wide as the neighb'ring ſons of Commerce waſt 
Their unexhaufted ftores, to every elime 
On every wind up-born thy triumphs ſpread! , 
Thee the glad merchant hails, whom choice or fata 
Leads to ſome diſtant home, where Sirius reigns, 
And the blood boils with many a fell diſeaſe 
Which Albion knows not. Thee the ſable wretch, 
To eaſe whoſe burning entrails ſwells in vain 
The citron's dewy moiſture, thee he hails ; 
And oft from ſome ſteep cliff at hs dawn 
In ſeas, in winds, or the vaſt void of heaven 
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Thy power unknown adores; or ranks, perhaps, 
Amid his fabled gods Avonia's name, 


Scared at thy preſence ſtart the train of Death, 
And hide their whips and ſcorpiotis. Thee confus'd 
Slow Febris creeps from ; thee the meagre fiend 
Conſumption flies, and checks his rattling coughs. | 
But chief the dread diſeaſe, whoſe wat'ry power, 
Curb'd by thy wave reſtringent, knows its bounds, 
And feels a firmer barrier. Ocean thus 
Once flow'd, they ſay, impetuous; till reſtrain'd 
By force almighty ſtreams were taught to low 
In narrower channels, and once more relieve _ 
The thirſty hind, and waſh the fruitful vale. 

What ſhrieks, what groans torment the lab'ring air, 
And pierce th' aſtoniſh'd hearer ? ah, behold 
Yon agonizing wretch, that pants and writhes, 
Rack'd with the ſtone, and calls on thee for eaſe ! 

Nor calls he long in vain; the balmy draught 
Has done its office, and reſign'd and calm 
The poor pale ſufferer finks to ſweet repole. 
O could thy lenient wave thus charm to peace 
That fiercer fiend Ill-nature ; Argus-like, 
Whoſe eyes ſtill open watch th' unwary ſteps 1 
Which tread thy margin, and whoſe ſubtle brain 
To real miſchief turns ideal ills. . | 


t 93 
But not thy ſtream nectareous, nor the ſmiles. . - 
Of roſy-dimpled:Innocence can charm "FR, HEIRS 2 
That monſter's rage : dark, dark as midnight damps, 
And ten times deadlier, ſteals along unſeen 
Her blaſting venom, and devours at once 
Fair Virtue's growth, and Beauty's blooming ſpring. - 


But turn we from the fight, and dive beneath 
Thy darkſome caverns ; or unwearied climb 
Thy tow'ring mountains, ſtudious to explore 
The latent ſeeds and magazines of health. 


Ve rocks that round me riſe, ye pendant woods 
High waving to the breeze, ye gliding ſtreams 
That ſteal in filence thro' the moſſy clefts 
Unnumber'd, tell me in what ſecret vale 
Hygeia ſhuns the day ?—O, often ſeen 
In dreams poetic, pour thy radiant form 
Full on my ſight, and bleſs my waking ſenſe !— 
But not to me ſuch viſions, not to me; 
No ſon ef Pæon I, like that ſweet bard _ 
* Who ſung her charms profeſt ; + or him, whoſe Muſe 
Now builds the lofty rhime, and nobly wild 

Crops 


* Who ſung her charms profeſt.] Pr. Armſtrong, author of 
that elegant didaRtic poem, called the Art of preſerving health. 
+ Or him whoſe, Muſe.] Alluding to a manuſcript poem of 
Dr. Akenſide's, written in the ſpirit and manner of the ancients, 


called, An hymn to, the water nymphs, 
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Crops each unidiag fower from Pindar's brow, 
f -j | 


vet vil I view her ſtill, Wende n 
In dreams poetic; ſee her to the ſound 
Of dulcet ſymphonies harmonious lead 
Her ſportive fiſter-Graces, Mirth ſerene, 
And Peace, fweet inmate of the ſylvan ſhade. 


Theſe are thy handmaids, goddeſs of the fount, 

And theſe thy offspring. Oft have I beheld 

Their airy revels on the verdant ſteep 

Of Avon, clear as Fancy's eye could paint. 

What time the dewy ſtar of eve invites 

To lonely muſing, by the wave-worn beach, 
Along th' extended mead. Nor leſs intent 

Their fairy forms I view, when from the height 

Of Clifton, tow'ring mount, th' enraptur'd _ 

Beholds the cultivated proſpect riſe 

Hill above hill, with many a verdant bound 

Of hedge-row chequer d. Now on painted elouds 

Sportive they roll, or down yon winding ſtream 
_ Give their light mantles to the wafting wind, 

And join the ſea-green ſiſters of the flood. . 


Happy ppy the man whom theſe amuſive walls, 
Theſe waking dreams delight ! no cares moleſt 
His vacant boſom ; Salitude itſelf 


But 
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But opens to his keener view new worlds, 

Worlds of his own : from every genuine ſcene 
Of Nature's vatying hand his active mind 

Takes fire at once, and his full ſoul o'erflows 
With heaven's on bounteous joy; he too creates, 
And with new beings peoples earth and air, 

And ocean's deep domain. The batds of old, 
The godlike Grecian bards, from ſuch fair founts 
Drank inſpiration. Hence on airy clifts 

Light Satyrs danc'd, along the woodland ſhade 
Pan's myſtic pipe reſounded, and each rill 
Confeſt its tutelary power, like thine, 


But not like thine, bright deity, their urns 
Pour'd Health's rare treaſures ; on their graſſy ſides 
The panting ſwain reclin'd with his tir'd flock 
At ſultry noon-tide, or at evening led 
His unyok'd heifers to the common ſtream, 


Yet ſome there have been, and there are, like thee 
Prefuſe of liquid balm ; from the fair train 
* Of eldeſt Tadmor, where the ſapient king 
For the faint traveller, and diſeas'd, confin'd 
To ſalutary baths the fugitive ſtream. 
And ſtill, tho' now perhaps their power unknown, 
gf Unſought, 


Eldeſt Tadinor:] Tadmor in the wilderneſs, built. by king 
Solomon, celebrated for its baths. | | 


% 
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' Unſought, the ſolitary waters creed 
Amid * Palmyra's ruins, and bewail- 
To rocks, -and deſert caves, the mighty loſs 
Of two imperial cities! ſo may fink 
Yon cloud-envelop'd towers, and times to come 
Enquire where Avon flow'd, and the proud mart 
Of Briſtol roſe. Nay, Severn's ſelf may fail "0 
With all that waſte of waters : and the ſwain 
From the tall ſummit, (whence we now ſurvey 
The anchoring bark, and ſee with every tide 
Paſs and re-paſs the wealth of either world,) 
May hail the ſofter ſcene, where groves aſpire, 
And boſom'd villages, and golden fields 
+ Unite the Cambrian to the Engliſh ſhore. 


* 


Why ſhould I mention many a fabled fount 
By bards recorded, or hiſtorians old ; 
Whether they water'd Aſia's fertile plains 
With ſoft 1 Callirhoe ; or to letter d Greece '£ 
Or warlike Latium lent their kindly aid ? 
7 Nor 


* Palmira's ruins.] Palmyra is generally allowed to have 
ſtood on the ſame ſpot of ground as Tadmor. See the Univerſal 
Hiſtory, vol. 2 . oct. edit. where is a print repreſenting the ruins 
of that city. | | 

t With ſoft Callirhoe.] A fountain in Judea beyond Jordan, 

Which empties itſelf into the lake Aſphaltes. Its waters were 
not only medicinal, but remarkably ſoft and agreeable to the 
' taſte. Herod the great made uſe of them in his laſt dreadful 
diſtemper. Joſephus, I. 17. c. 8. | 
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Nor ye of modern fame, whoſe rills deſcend 
From Alps and Appennines, or grateful lave 
Germania's haraſs'd realms, expect my verſe 
Should chaunt your praiſe, and dwell on foreign themes ; 
When chief o'er Albion have the healing powers 
Shed wide their influence : from a thouſand rocks 
Health guſhes, thro” a thouſand vales it flows 
Spontaneous. Scarce can luxury produce 
More pale diſeaſes than her ſtreams relieve. 


Witneſs, Avonia, the unnumber'd tongues 
Which hail thy F ſiſter's name ! on the ſame banks 
Your fountains riſe, to the ſame ſtream they flow. 
See in what myriads to her watry ſhrine 
The various votaries preſs ! they drink, they live! 
Not more exulting crouds in the full height 
Of Roman luxury proud Baiz knew ; 

Ere * Muſa's fatal ſkill, fatal to Rome, 


Defam'd 


$ Bath. | 


* Mufa's fatal ſkill.] Antonius Muſa, phyſician to Auguſtus 
Czſar, was the firſt who brought cold bathing into great repute 
at Rome, But the ſame preſcription which had ſaved Auguſtus, 
unhappily killed Marcellus. Horace deſcribes the inhabitants of 
Baiz as very uneaſy at this new method of proceeding in phyſic. 


— — Mihi Baias 

Muſa ſupervacuas Antonius, et tamen il lis 
Me facit inviſum gelida dum perluor unda 
Per medium frigus. Sant myrteta relinqui 
DiQaqz ceſſantem nervis elidere morbum 
Sulfura contemni Vicus gemit; invidus ægris 


Qui caput aut ſtomachum ſupponere fontibus audent, &c. 
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Defam'd the tepid wave. Nor + round thy ſhades, 
Clitumnus, more recording trophies hung, TY 


O for a Shakefpear's pencil, while I trace 
In Nature's breathing paint, the dreary waſte 
Of Buxton, dropping with inceſſant rains 
Cold and ungenial ; or its ſweet reverſe 
Enchanting Matlock, from whoſe rocks like thine 
Romantic foliage hangs, and rills deſcend, _ 
And echoes murmur, Derwent, as he pours 
His oft obſtructed ſtream down rough caſcades 
And broken precipices, views with awe, 
With rapture, the fair ſcene his waters form. 5 


Nor yet has Nature to one ſpot confin'd 
Her frugal bleſſings. Many a different ſite 
And different air, to ſuit man's varying frame 
The fame relief extends. Thus Cheltenham ſinks 
Rural and calm amid the flowery vale, | 


. Pleas'd with its paſtoral ſcenes ; while Scarbro' lifts 


Its towering ſummits to th' aſpiring clouds, 
And fees th' unbounded ocean roll beneath. 


Avonia 


- IRE — Round thy ſhades, 
Clitumnus— — — — 
See 2 beautiful deſcription of the ſource of this river in Pliny's 


| Epiſtles, Ep. 8. Book 8. where he mentions it as a cuſſom for 


perſons to leave infcriptions, &c. as teftimonies of their being 
cured there; ſomething in the manner of the crutches at Bath. 
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„ 
Avonia frowns ] and juſtly may ſt thou frown 

O goddeſs, on the bard, th injurious bard 

Who leaves thy pictur'd fcenes, and idly roves 

For foreign beauty to adorn his ſong. 

Thine is all beauty; every ſite is thine. 

Thine the ſweet vale, and verdure - crowned 1 | 

Slow riſing from the plain, which Cheltenham boafts. 

Thine Scarbro's clifts; and thine the ruſſet heaths 

Of ſandy Tunbridge ; o'er thy ſpacious downs 5 

Stray wide the nibbling flocks; the hunter train 

May range thy foreſts ; and the muſe - led youth 

Who loves the devious walk, and ſimple ſcene, 

May in thy Kingſwood view the ſcatter d cots, 

And the green wilds of Dulwich. Does the ſun, 

Does the free air delight? lo] Clifton ſtands 

Courted by every breeze ; and every ſun 

There ſheds a kinder ray ; whether he rides 

In ſouthern ſkies ſublime, or mildly pours 

O'er Briſtol's red'ning towers his orient beam, 

Or gilds at eve the ſhryb-clad rocks of Ley. 

Beneath thy mountains open to the ſouth 

Pale Sickneſs ſits, and drinks th' enlivening day; 

Nor fears th' innumerable pangs which pierce 

In keener anguiſh from the north, or load 

The flagging pinions of the peeviſh eaſt. 

Secure ſhe fits, and from thy ſacred urn | 

Implores, and finds relief, The ſlacken'd nerves _ 

Reſume their wonted tone, of every wind | 

| And 


And every ſeaſon patient. Jocund Health #6 + oi 
Blooms on the cheek ; and careleſo Vouth returns 
(As fortune wills) to pleaſure or to toll. wk 

e e eres dt oth urn 
| bs thee nn — aan S OITEiG 
h' uplifted bolts of fate; to Jove alone 
dike that high pre-eminence-- Full oſt © 
This feeling heart can witneſs, have 1 hear“ 
Along thy "ſhores the piercing eries ddd e b 
Of widows and of orphans. ”Oftibeheltd® © +» CI 
The ſolemn funeral pomp, and decent rites, el 
Which human Vanity receives and pass Wt at 
When daft returns to duſt. Where Nature — 68 
There too thy power muſt fail; or only lend 
A momentary aid to ſoften pain wT 
Ht from 00 Jr . terrors ſteal his fro u. 1 
$5444) A 2 n +17 W A 6405 £10 
Nor yet for waters oats art thou fand, * 
Avonia; deep within thy cavern'd eke ed View 4: 
Do diamonds Iurk, which mimic thoſe of Ind, 
Some to the curious ſeareher's eye betray Aan © 
Their varying hues amid the moſſy cleſts / 
Faint glimmering ; ; Others in the ſolid ſtone Wb ORR p 
Lie quite obſcur'd,” and wait the patient hand” 29 © 
Of art, or quick exploſion's fierter breat * © 
To wake tlieir latent glories into day. Au en at 
With theſe the Britiſh air, ere Trac pot" at 
Had 
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Had made the wealth of other worlds our own, 
Would deck their auburn treſſes, or confine 

The ſnowy roundneſs of their poliſh'd arm. 

With theſe the little tyrants of the iſle, 

Monarchs of counties, or of clay-built towns 
Sole potentates, would bind their haughty brows, 
And awe the gazing croud. . Say, goddeſs, ſay, 

Shall, ſtudious of thy praiſe, the muſe declare 
When firſt their luſtre roſe, and what kind power | 
Unveil'd their hidden charms ? the muſe alone 

Can call back-time, and from oblivion ſave 

The once-known tale, of which tradition's ſelf 

Has loſt the fainteſt memory. Twas ere | 
The titles proud of knight or baron bold 

Were known in Albion; long ere Czfar's arms 

Had tried its proweſs, and been taught to yield. 
Weſtward a mile from yon aſpiring ſhrubs _ 

Which front thy hallow'd fount, and ſhagg with thorns | 
The adverſe fide of Avon, dwelt a ſwain. | 
One only daughter bleſs'd his nuptial _—_—. 
Fair was the maid ; but wherefore ſaid I fair, 

For many a maid is fair, but Leya' s form 

Was beauty's ſelf, where each united charm 
Ennobled each, and added grace to all. 

Yet cold as mountain ſnows her tim'rous heart 

Rejects the voice of love. In vain the fire 

With prayers, with mingled tears, demanded oft 


The name of grandfire, and a prattling race 
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To chear his doping age. Jir van © 'Oouth's 4 | 
To Leya's fav ritt name in every dale N ; 

Attun'd their raltic'pipes, — f 01 35145 >»; ] 

Muſic was diſcord ven it tal d of love. 89 oer / 

And ſhall ſuch beauty ant furk. ee 58 50 * | 

Sink uſeleſs to the grave? War- 8177 j 

Forbid it, Vanity! ye mighty t] W W 88 0 
C 

T 
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Who ſhare the female breaſt — > - 
Whatever youth mall bring the ble pte 
„May claim Her cor 6 The dup nas 6x, 

And forth from villages; ant turf· built · cot, 40 WH 0 

In crouds the ſuĩtors eame: from Aſhton d val, 

From Pil, from Porſhut, and the town whoſe . 

Now ſtands à ſeamarſt to the pifet's kenn | 
Nor were there wanting Cliftor's Ie Ack bis! -- 
To ſwell tir enanividtit erat; — 

Yielded to Cadwal's heir proud lord of Stoide ;,; 

Whoſe wide doifiinions ſpreatt o'er velvet law.. TY | 

And gently-ſwelling hills; 'and tuſtett gros / 

Full many a mils. For chere &v'rt then; the dene 

5 We now be hold to ſuch petfection wroaght;5 1:7 . 5 
Charm'd with untutor:d wid nefü, and But Aπ,]] e e 

A maſter's ham toctafnetũt inte grarer: ol T7 

Sol to 25tov fl: ec ano 52 151 & 

Againſt ſuch rivals, prodigal +. ito bak 

To venal beauty off rx all thei? flores;:- rs Lid © 

What arts ſhall THenor ufd, who long * Iron 21 
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Nightly 


'& [69009 
Nightly he wanders; to the filent moon god 
And ſtarry hoſt of heaven he tells his pat. 
; But chief to thee, to thee his fond complaints 
\ At morn, at eve, and in the midnight hour 
Frequent he pours. No Wealch paternal bleſt 
His humbler birth; 99 fields of waving gold 
Or flowering orchats, no wide-wandering herds. 
Or bleating firſtlings of the flock were his 
To tempt the wary maiĩd. Vet could his pipe 
Make echoes liſten, and his Rowing/tongue 
Could chaunt ſoft ditties in ſo ſweet affrain, 
They cr wir n e all but her. 


Oft had'ft 8 hea Lim, goddeſs ; ofc oled 

To ſuccour his diſtreſs. When now the day 
The fatal day drew near, and love's laſt hope 
Hung on a fe ſhort moments. Ocean's god 
Was with thee, and obſerv'd thy anxious thought. 
And what, he cry'd, can make Ayonia's face. | 
Wear ought but ſmiles ? what jealous doubts. perplex 
My fair, my beſt below d? No jealous doubts, 
| I Thou anſwered'ſt mild, and on his breaſt reclin d. 
zy bluſhing cheek, perplex Avania's breaſt; . 
:/ + {A cruel fair one flies the voice of love, 

| And gifts alone cati win her. - Mighty. power. 

O bid thy Tritons ranſack Ocean's wealth, 
rue coral's living branch, the-lucid pearl. 
And every te Rs lights and: mY 
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Play happieſt. O ir ever o chy breat 
My artful coyneſs' pave a moment's pain, 
Learn from that pain to pity! thoſe that love. 


The god return d: Can his AU a . | 


What Neptune woüld refuſe ? beauty like thine 
Might taſk his utmoſt Tabors.” But behold © 
How needleſs now his treaſures ! what thou ſeek” 
Is near thee; in the boſom of - thy rocks 

Myriads of glittering gems, of power to. dam 


More wary eyes than /Leya's; lurk unſeen, —_— 8 | 
From theſe ſelect thy ſtore. He ſpake, and rais' 15 1 
The maſſy trident; ' at whole ſtroke the womb Ih 2 
Of Earth gave up its treaſures. Ready nymphs 3 
Receivd the burſting gems, and Tritons lent * 
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Scarce had they Adi when Fra plaintive f — 85 . 
Of Thenot reach'd' thy ears. Approach, e 
The trident- bearer cried, and at his voice 11 
The rocks divided, and the casa don 
(Like Ariſtæus thro the parting wave)ꝛ 2d 
Deſcended trembling.” But what words can. paige 
His joy, his rapture, when, Aurprize at length 
Yielding to love, he gralp'd-the fated;gems., 
And knew their wond'rous import. O! be led, N 

Diſmiſs me, gracious powers; ere this, perhaps, 
Young Cadwal claſps her charms, ere this the wealth 
Of Madoc has prevail'd [=Go, Youth, and know 
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„ 
Succeſs attends thy enterprize, and time 
Shall make thee wealthier, than the proudeſt fwain 
Whoſe rivalſhip thou fear'ſt; go, and be bleſt. A : i : 
Yet let not gratitude: be-loſt in joy ; 97 1189 1507 mor} jr 1: by 
But when thy wide poſſeſſions ſhall, extend. 111 bo» 5 
Farm — — — "114 | tl x” 
And _ ow village with Avogia's;name.... 


D ai τe blen 257 Won els [bye une 
How ſhall the — — JEN 


Impartial, and record th ungrateful erm baby 
Of Thenot love: deluded ? When ſucceſeses 
Had crown'd his fierce deſires, awhile he paid 
Due honors at thy ſhrine, and ſtrew'd with fowers 
Jaſmin and roſe, and iris many-hued. N 1 wo 
Thy rocky margin. Will at Angi 963 Þts7s 8 
On Leya's charms alone, of ought beſiſ eg 
Careleſs he grew ; and ſcarcely now his hymns oy 
Of praiſe were heard; if heard, they Due mix d 
His Leya's praiſe with thine ; or only ſeemd ITE 
The dying echoes of his former trajns,.... » 
Nor did he (how wilt thou excuſe, O Love, . 
Thy traitor ?) when his wide poſſeſſions pred 75 
Farm beyond farm, mee 0 
Or grace his village wich Avonia's name. 
But on a feſtal day, amid the ſheuts E TIFY anch 
Of W en — To . A 
en 21.939 Fed enoineng" dt Nhe 
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| fide of the Avon, mentioned before, p. 63. 


1 * 
Be Leya nam'd, he cried: er rep. 
enen che mme remains, 
25300 gnnte>r}.+545 eins, vdr Rags 
Twas then, . all o ssd IC 
His former injuries, thy heaw ny beuſt yas ld ler 
Felt real rage; And cttrice tiry arm Was ralstd 
For ſpeedy deer Me cb ade -es 4% 30⁰ 
Reftrain'd its force, or ere th uplifted rocks © - | 
Deſcending had dee d: che fute town. - 
And thus he ſo6thU diese, e — 
My injur'd fair ne-; love was all his rim, 
Reſiſtleſs love: Vet ſure revenge W- ats 
Thy utmoſt wiſhes; rapes hog e eng S bade 
Which had thy title grac'd it had aſpir dle 
To the firſt naval honots, and Pöck d own 240 zu 
On Carthage and the beende pepe. »14l V 
Phœnicia, never ſhall it riſe deyond e 
That humble village ae ener dh 305 
And maine ee 40% hav 1 
From fartheſt India veffels ſhall arrive 
Full fraught with gems, meptel wil ſpocdthe lala, 
And all th'-imaginaty wealth he boaſts 
Shall ſink neglectetl : ruſties ſhall-deride it © 1+ 1; 1 
His diamond's mic blaze. "+: moat e 10 Of 
Their periſn d ſplendor; ona ffrmer baſe w. 
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And what „ Ogedded, Ache, 70 
Beyond thy waters, ever-ſtreaming ſource 
Of health tothoufands??; Myriads: yet unbom * 


Shall hail thy foſt ring wave ; etchancaprthes Hy 
Shall owe their vs, exiſtence; For. i fame 
Relate not fahling, tha warm, genial bræaatn 3 
Of nature, a etine Game... 
Through wide:exeation, and with. variqus lie 
Fills every teeming,glament, amid 
Thy ftreamadebghtad xovels, ith ingraaſe 151 
Blefling the nuptiabbed. Suppliant: to the 
The penſive matronobenils ; ithoutrthya ddt 
Expiring families had aſk'd in vain Ar 
The long-expeSed-hejr ;-and ſtates pathapsy i + 1/7 
Which now ſtand ſoremoſt in tho hits. of aſame. 
Had ſunk unnerv d, ingloriaqus, theivideslaves : 190 
Of ſloth, and cranehld:-hencath! a mater sc mm, 
Had not thy breathla ald ſome choſen ſn. 
Some — DN A 
21 80d In dil yirngsral 3 Ile bo. 5 
O Ates seeed ns Nen Nbg 
Of all that gloriona that immortal trann 
Which ſwells her annals, thy prolific ſtrem 
Has given one bard, one heroe, may nor 3 
Nor earthquakes ſhake thy manſion; may the {weep 
| Tho ſilent ſweep of low-devouring U time 
prey Hed 2 NS” han 


: E 8 ** 
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tut 3.5 


© 
4 
0 + i 1 1 1 2 
des 


1 * 3 
steal o'er thy rocks unfelt, and only bear 
To future worlds n virtues, and thy N 


Confine thy — book. The lamp of day, 
God of the lower world, was meant to all 

A common parent, Still to every realm 4 
Send forth thy bleſſings ; for 6 every realm, 


Its virtues, ET 
n e r ee 51 


i 


And-might I 1 > bu 


Ot verſe, and mts Pwonian, gracious thou 
Intreat this one. Let other poets:ſhare 

His noiſy honors, rapid let them roll 

As neighb ring Severn, while the voice of fame 


Re-cchoegrtaghery numbers, t let mine Y 
My humbler weaker verſe, 2 ſcantier OH _ 


Diffuſing wholeſome draughts, unheard, unſeen, | 
hoe I XR Cat RAE {RE EI (- 
2 7 Go 8 ee Þ SEA 4 "Gor e e e 2 
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Grove m Derbyſhire 


Grove in Surrey. 


INCE every naturaliſt agrees 

That groves are nothing elſe but trees, 
And root- bound trees, like diſtant creatures, 
Can only eorreſpond by letters, 

Borne on the winds Which throbus whiſtle, 
Accept, dear ſiſter, this epiſtle. 


And firſt, as to their town relations 
The ladies ſend to know the faſhions, 
Wou'd 


[ 26 } 


Wou'd I, in ſomething better ſpelling, 


r 


e how king; 8 575 ; Aer Pts 8 
For here, for all my maſter's ſtormin 

Tm fure we trangely want e a | 5 
Long have my lab' ring trees confin d | 
Such griefs as almoſt burſt cheir rind; ; 


But you'll permit me to diſcloſe *em, 
And lodge. 9 80 in we lea, nh f bn 


When 5 i, came Re Ws the ey OY 
As ſweetly chaunts poetic ſong,  _ 

And Fauns and Silvans ſporting t there 3 
Attup'd the reed, or chas d the fair, = 
My quiv ring branches lightly fann- d 
The movements af the maſter's hand; 3 

Or half conceal'd, and half betray'd b 3 
The bluſhing, dying, yielding maid; . 
Did even the bliſs of heav'n e 2 A 

And ſolac'd BAY with earthly love ! Bu | 


But 3 N ſo chaſe, 3 
Or elſe my maſter has no taſte, WY 


That Il be ſworn the live-long year, | 
Me ſcarcely ſee a woman here. 
And what, alas, are woodland quires 0 


«* £4 


To thoſe who want your fierce e 
Can philoſophic boſoms know "TE 
Why myrtles * roſes blow, W LY * 4 * 


„ <.z 
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Wh 


F © £# 
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7 
Why cowflifs lit the . e 
Or woodbiries form th i Hed that ns 
oy violet couches only reit c d 104 
gratify bi is ig he AR t sf 2 210) ar! 
AY Milton's F ünteel ply . yr aver ang, 
Scarce makes him feel himſelf a man. 
04921 i” N 1 32847 | b . MY 
And then Noble i uaneapa, 51 
Like ſome old heathen man of he 


| (Plato, or what's his hame Who 2 


So nobly at his arms Head.) 
For chriſſian lords have better hed 2 
Than by their talk toſhew their INS! 
And what their ſentiment in fact is, 4 
That you ma y gather from — lis 
Tho' really, f if it were no worſe, 795 on 1 
We might excuſe his vain diſcourſe:; 
Toſs high our heads above his voice.. 
Or ſtop the babling echo's noiſ̃ 
But he, I tell you, has ſuch freaks, | 
He "I acts Ol On 94 


Ole: 30 284 151 10 ? Y 141 F113 "» 


Or, if he nösds ba ek and een, 
Why let him chufe'a"ptoper ſeaſon 3/0143 -'/ 
Such muſty morals we might hear A 
When whiſtling winds have es hs w ha, | 


As, after ſixty, pious folks 


Will on wet ſundays te. 


2 ken 
And I muſt o dean ſiſfen Haling, n 
"Tis mine, like many'xlady's. failing, . 
{Whom worried ſpouſe to ton * 

From eaſe, and &meréiſe and Mn 
To ſleepleſs nights, and taking dag 
And Wr N 

To feel December's piercing Harms, an 
And every · winter loſe my charms. 
* While you ſtill enen nd te 
Like your err n 
A 2108 Kun asi DAE (45 + 
O happy — whko never el. 
The ſtroke of winter, or of ſteelz i atv 
Nor find, but in the poet's lay; + Homer, 
The race of:leavey like: men deeays ep 
Nor hear th' imperious woodman's call, 
Nor ſee yourdilvan daughters fall 
With head declin'd attend their moan; 
And echo to the dying groan. 


White I, attack d by beste reſt, 
New viſta's opening thro” my breaſt, 
Am daily torn wick wounds: and'Taſhes, 
And ſee my oaks, my elms,” my aſhes, 
With rhiming labels round them ſet, 
As every tree were to be let. 
And, 


A great many of the trees at Haling are exotics and 


wvergreens. 


omer; 


And, 
and 


1 79 1 
And, . 
nnn 


0 friend, intra me e Ss 
Theſe mighty ills, or hint 4 urge 7 log ; 
Say, mightmot marriage, welf er. 
Improve his taſte, correct his pride. 
Inform him books but a Ct” 
Confine his morals to his ſtudy, 

Teach him, hke other mortals, kere 

To toy and prattle with his dear : 

Avert that fate my fear foreſees,  _ 
And, for his n ſave his trees > 


Right crafty ond. Ma 


The remedy: expreſs'd above, 


Write by the next fair wind that blows; 
And kindly recommend a ſpouſe. 


: g (rho' we are apt to call ye clowns) 


2 ro , 
b 5 1 
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EAR grove, Taſk . 3 
Sure Fm the moſt abſurd of aan 
Such correſpondenee to neglet——. 
Lord, e Nove. ien ! . 


1 
* 
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Vour 3 "her K bi; +3 | 
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Can put ye off from day to day 
With poſt gone out — the -carelefs 1 3 


Forgot the letter was miſſaid ld 1 E 
And twenty phraſes wrought with art | 
To hide the coldneſs of the heart. 
But vegetables from their youth _ . 
Were always taught to ſpeak. t the uch, 
In Dodon's vales, on Mona's mountains, 
In Jotham's fables, or in Fontaine's, 
They talk like any judge or biſhop, 
Quite from the cedar down to hyſſop. 

I therefore for my paſt offence . 

Muſt own, with filyan i innocence, . 

I've nought but negligence to plead ; 
Which you'll excuſe, and III proceed. 


* » 
" 4 #+ 


You groves who ſtand remote from towns 


I 8 I 
Hate really ſomething in your natures 


Which makes ye moſt diverting creatures: 


And theti, I vow, I like to fee 
That primitive ſimplicity ;_ 
To think of marriage as a means 


T. improve bis tate, and fave your green 


It looks ſo like chat good old. grove 8 
Where Adam onge to Eve made lore, 
That any. ſoul alive wou'd ſwear 

Your trees were educated there. f 


an. 


Why, child, the only hope thou haſt 
Lies in thy maſter s want of taſte ; 


For ſhou'd his Jingring ſtay in London 
Improve his taſte, you muſt he undone | $ 


Your trees wou'd preſently | lie flat, 


And the high mode of one green plat 
Run thro” his worm . whole eſtate. 


Beſides, you rullics fill your fancies | 
With Ovid, and his ſtrange romances. 
Why now you think, in days like ours, 
That love muſt fill inhabit'bowers, 
And goddeſſes, as juft rewards 
For hymns of praiſe, FOE Oh” 
And fly to Darringer woods 


Becauſe 


"ST 
Becauſe ſuch things, forſooth, were wanted 
When your great grandmothers were planted. 
The caſe, my dear, is alter'd quite, 
Not that we're chaſte, but more polite ;\ 
Your ſhepherdeſſes ſought ſuch places, 
Like ſimple girls, to hide their faces; 
But our bright maids diſdain the thought, 
They know hypocriſy's a fault, 
And never bear by their conſent 
The ſhame of ſeeming innocent. 


But I forget, you've juſt got down 
A miſtreſs, as you wiſh'd, from town. 
I don't know what you'll ſay at Romely, 
We really think the woman comely ; 


Has ſome good qualities beſide | s 
They ſay, but ſhe's as yet a bride; | 
One can't truſt every report—— —-— «Het | 


Not we I mean who live near court ; 

A lie perhaps in Derbyſhire 

May be as firange as truth is here. 

Our ladies, and all their relations 

Are vaſtly full of commendations ; 

As for miſs s part, ſhe ſwears, 

I aſk her pardon, —-ſhe avers 

That never in her life-time yet 
She ſaw a woman more compleat; © 


And 


ſj" 


„Lan. I 

And withes trees cou'd tramp the mow 
Like Birnham wood to Dunſinane, 
$0 might or you or I remove, 
And Romely pore to r ne 


O cou'd her wiſh but alter kate 
And kindly place us tete a tète, 
How ſweetly might from eee 
My echoes to your cchnes talk}: | 
But ſince, as juſtly you obſerve, 
By Nature's laws which never ſwerve; -- 
We're bound from, gadding, tree by . 
Both us and our poſterit , 
Let each, content with her own county, 2 
Een make the beſt of Nature's bounty, 
Calmly enjoy the preſent bliſs, | 
Nor in what "_ be loſe * is. 


Believe me, , dear, hl Jute hoy 
We're happy, if we knew the bleſſing. 
Our maſters, all the world allow, - . . 
Are honeſt men. as times go now ; 


They neither wench, nor drink, nor guns, "AY 


Nor burn with zeal or party flame, 
From whence, excepting adverſe fates, 
We may conclude that their eſtates _ - 


Will probably increaſe, and we 


Shall ſtand another century, 
G 2 


L 84 1 


Then never mind a tree or tw] 
Cut down perhaps to ope a view; 
Nor be of nail'd-up verſe aſham'd, 
| You'll live to ſee the Tee 95 
I envy not, I ſwear and vow, © © 
The temples, or the ſhades of Stow ; 
Nor Java's groves, whoſe arms diſplay 
Their bloſſoms to the rifing day ; 
Nor Chili's woods, whoſe fruitage gleams 
Ruddy beneath his ſetting beam 
Nor Teneriffa's foreſts ſnagg ß 
Nor China's varying Sharawaggi ; 
Nor all chat has been ſang or ſaid 
Of Pindus, or of Windſor ſhade. 

9-6 __ 

* Contentment is the chymic power 
Which makes trees bloom in half an hows 
And faſter plants ſabſtantial joy, 

Than ax or hatchet candeſtroy, p. 
O, gain but that, and you'll perceive 


Vour fears all fade, your hopes revive. | 


In winter calm Contentment's voice 

Shall make, like mine, your trees rejoice 3 
Acroſs dead boughs a verdure fling, 

And bleſs you with eternal ſpring. 
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NCE, I remember well the day, 
"Twas ere the blooming ſweets of May 
Had loſt their freſheſt hues, 
When every flower on every hill, 
In every vale, had drank its fill 
Of ſun-ſhine, and of dews. 


In ſhort, *twas that ſweet ſeaſon's prime 
When Spring gives up the reins of time 
To Summer's glowing hand, 
And doubting mortals hardly know 
By whoſe command the breezes blow 
Which fan the ſmiling land. 8 
6 4 5 
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undes dete + 2.gre en pod ſhade 
Which cloath'd a — J Aſpiring head 
J urg'd my devious way, 5 
Wich loitering ſteps regardleſs where, Þ 
80 ſoft, ſo genial was the alt, 
So wond'rous bright the day. 


And now my eyes Wich tranſport rove 

O'er all the blue expanſe above, 8 
Unbroken by a cloud! | 

And now beneath delighted paſs, 


Where winding through the deep. green graſs 


A full-brim'd river flow'd. 


I ſtop, 1 gare; in accents rade 

To thee; ſereneſt Solitude, 
Burſts forth th unbidden lay; 

Begone, vile world; the learn'd, [ Fw mi 
The great, the buſy F deſpiſe, | 
And pity ev'n the gay. , 


Theſe, aeg tb jojs oi, Pe, 
*Tis here, divine Phitoſophy, * 

Thou deign'ſ to fix thy thione ? 
Here Contemplation points the road 


Thro' Nature's charms to Nature's God? 


Theſe, theſe ate joys alone! 


dien, 


TE 


Adieu, ye vain low-thoughted cares, 


wh. * 


Ye human z hopes, and human fan 
ve pleaſures, and ye pain . 01 1244 
While thus I ſpake o'er all my fouſ'”” 
A philoſophic calmneſs ftole, 

A Stoic ſtillneſs reigns. 1 


The tyrant paſſions all ſubſide, 

Fear, anger, pity, ſhame and pride 
No more my boſom, move; 

Yet till I felt, or A5 to feel 

A kind of viſionary zeal | 
Of univerſal love. | 


When lo! a voice ! a voice I hear! 
*T'was Reaſon whiſper'd in my ear 
Theſe monitory ſtrains: _ 

What mean'ft thou, man? would'ft thou unbind 
The ties which conſtitute thy kind, 
The pleaſures and the pains ? 

BY 0 Þ vs vo 


* 


The ſame Almighty Power unſeen, 

Who ſpreads the gay or ſolemn ſcene 
To Contemplation's eye, 

Fix'd every movement of the ſoul, 

Taught every wiſh its deſtin'd goal, Ar 
And quicken d every joy. 


1 90 3 


He bids. the tyrant paſſions rage, 
He bids them war eternal wage, 
And combat each his foe: 
Till from diſſentions concords riſe, 
And beauties from deformities, 
And happineſs from woe. 


Art thou not man, and dar'ſt thou find 
A bliſs which leans not to mankind ? 
Preſumptuous thought, and vain ! 
Each bliſs unſhar'd is unenjoy'd, | 
Each power is weak, unleſs employ'd 
Some ſocial good to gain, 


Shall light, and ſhade, and warmth, and air, 
With thoſe exalted joys compare 
Which active virtue feels, 
When on ſhe drags, as lawful prize, 
Contempt, and Indolence, and Vice, 
At her triumphant wheels. 
AD 5 
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As reſt to labour ſtill ſucceeds, 
To man, while Virtue's glorious deeds 
Employ his toilſome day, 
This fair variety of things 
' "Are merely life's refreſhing ſprings 
To ſooth him on his way. 


Enthuſiaſt 


1 91 1 


Enthuſiaſt go, unſtring thy lyre. a 
In vain thou ſing'ſ if none admire, | 
How ſweet ſoe'er the ſtrain. 
And is not thy o'erflowing mind, 
Unleſs thou mixeſt with thy kind, 
Benevolent in vain? 


— - 
=  - 


1 
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Enthuſiaſt go; try every ſenſe, _ 
If not thy bliſs, thy excellence 
Thou yet haſt learn'd to ſcan; IF 
At leaſt thy wants, thy weakneſs know ; ; 
And ſee them all uniting ſhow | 
That man was made for man, ” 


AN 


uſiaſt 


82 * . 
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E RE lies a youth (ah ln breathleſs lies!) 
Learn'd without pride, and diffidently wiſe. 
Mild to all faults, which from weak nature flow'd, 
Fond of all virtues, whereſoe'er Beftow's. 
Who never gave, nor ſlightly took offence, 
The beſt good-nature, and the heſt good ſenſe, 
Who living hop'd, and dying felt no fears, 


His only ſting of death, a parent's tears. 


HE 


15 To the Rev 'd Mr. — 
EE how the lark, the bird of day, 
Springs from the earth, and wings her way! 
To heav'n's high vault her courſe ſhe bends, 
And ſweetly ſings as ſhe aſcends, 
But when, contented with her height, 
She ſhuts her wings, and checks her flight; 
No more ſhe chaunts the melting ſtrain 
But ſinks j 8 ſilence vo the oe, 
This you odſery 4; abt ad fom me; 
My gentle friend, a fimile. 
So take in homely verſe, but true, 
Inſtead of one the following two. 


8 


| — x 
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That larks are poets birds, is s known | 

So make the caſe the poet's own. n 
And ſee him firſt from fields ariſe 3 
And paſtoral ſcenes, to Cxlia's eyes. 8285 
From thence the bold adventurer ſprings 
To vaulted roofs, ahd courts, and kings: 
Till having crown'd his ſoaring lays 
With ſomething more than empty praiſe +. 
And, like his readers, learnt aright _ 

To mingle profit with delight; | 

. He reads the news, he takes the air, 

Or ſlumbers in his elbow chair. 


Or lay aſide for once grimace, 

And make it, yours, the parſon's caſe; | 
Who, leaving curate's humble roof, 
Looks down on crape, and ſits aloof: 
Tho' no vain wiſh his breaſt enthrall 

To ſwell in pomp pontifical, 

But pure Contentment ſeated there 

Nor finds a want, nor feels a care, 

Yet are there not to ſtain the cloth 

(O may'ſt thou hve ſecure from both ) 

A city pride, or country ſloth ? - 
And may not man, if touch'd with theſe, 
Reſign his duty for his eaſe ? "OD LM 


But 


lr 53 Þ 


But J forbear, for well I ween 
Such likenings ſuit with other men. 
For never can my humble verſe 
The cautious ear of patron pierce 1 
Nor ever can thy breaſt admit 
Degrading ſloth, or ſelf-conceit. 


Then let the birds or ſing or fly, 
As Hector ſays, and what care I ? 
They hurt not me, nor eke my friend ; 
Since, whatſoe'er the fates intend, 
Nor he can fink, nor I aſcend. 


To the Honorable = 


Charles, in abſence hear a friend complain, 
Who knows thou lov'ſ him whereſoe'er he goes, 
Yet feels uneaſy ſtarts of idle pain, 
? And often would be told the thing he knows. 
| Why then, thou loiterer, fleets the filent year, 
How dar'ſ thou give a friend unneceſſary fear? 
= e We 
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We are not now beſide that ofier'd ftreani, 


* 


Where erſt we wander d, thoughtleſs Oy + 
We do not now of diſtant ages'dream, © 
And cheat in converſe half the ling ring day; 


No fancied heroes riſe at our command, 
And no Timoleon weeps, and bleeds no Theban band. 


Yet why complain ? thou feel'ſt no want like theſe, 
From me, tis true, but me alone debar'd; 
Thou ſtill in Granta's ſhades enjoy'ſt at eaſe 
The books we reverenc'd, and the friends we ſhar'd ; 
Nor ſee'ſt without ſuch aids the day decline, 
Nor think'| how much their loſs has added weight to thine, 


- Truth's genuine voice, the freely-opening mind, 
Are thine, are friendſtiip's, and retiremeait' s lot; 
To converſation is the world confin'd, 
Friends of an hour, who pleaſe and are forgot ; 
And intereſt ſtains, and vanity controuls 
The pure unſullied thoughts, and ſallies of our ſouls, Bo 


OI bes; and with pride repeat, 
The rapid progreſs which our friendſhip knew | 
Even at the firſt with willing minds we met, 
And ere the root was fix'd the branches grew. 
In vain had Fortune plac'd her weak barrier, 
Clear was thy breaſt from pride, and mine from ſervile fear. 
I ſaw 
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My education, roſe above my birth, __ | 
Thanksto thaks parent ades, on whoſe cold Ho 


Fall faſt my tears, and lightly, ie the earth | A 


To them I owe whate'' er 1 dare pretend 
Thou ſaw = on 8 eyes, and bade n me call thee friend. 


Let others meanly heap the treaſur d 18 | 
And awkward fondneſs cares on cares employ 
To leave a race more exquiſitely poor, 


— 


Poſſeſs dof riches which they ne'er enjoy; 
He's only kind who takes the nobler way « | 
T'unbind the ſprings of thought, and givet them powerto play. 
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His heir ſhall bleſs him, and look down with corn 
On vulgar pride from vaunted heroes ſprung . 
Lords of chemſelves, thank heaven that they were born 
Above the ſordid miſer $ glitt ring dung, 
Above the ſervile : grandeur of a throne, 
For they are Nature' S A and all her works their own, 
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55 the Same. 
On the Death of a Relation. 


Charles, tis now the tender, trying time, 
The hour of friendſhip, the ſad moment, when 
You muſt a while indulge a virtuous crime, 
And hide your own to eaſe another's pain, 
The mournful tribute Nature claims forego, - 
To calm a ſofter breaſt, and win it from its woe: 


Yet think not Conſolation, vainly dreſt 
In Tully's language, and the learned pride 
Of wordy eloquence, can ſooth the breaſt 
Of real grief, or bid the tear ſubſide, 
The heartfelt tear, which ſtreams from Virtue's eye, 
For Virtue's nobleſt proof is ſoft humanity, 


Let dull unfeeling ak talk by rote 
Of Cato's ſoul which could itſelf ſubdue, 
Or idle ſcraps of Stoic fuſtian quote, | 
And bravely bear the pangs they never knew ; 
Refin'd from men, to deſarts let them fly, | 
And, mid their kindred rocks, unpitied live, and die. 
But 
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But He, whoſe merey melts in vernal rol 
Whoſe attribute is univerſal love, 
Knit man to man by Nature's tend' reſt ties, 
And bade us ſocial joys and ſorrows prove: 
Bade us bedew with tears the kindred urn, 
And for a brother loſt like ſad Maria mourn. 


He bids thee too, in whiſpers felt within, 
For ſure he finely tun'd thy ſocial ſoul, 
Haſte to the lovely mourner, and reſtrain 
Grief's ſwelling tides which in her boſom roll, 
Not by obſtructing the tumultuous courſe, 
But ſtealing by degrees, and yielding to its force, 


As the kind parent treats the wounded child 
With open ſmiles, and only weeps by ftealth ; 
Its wayward pain with condeſcenſion mild 
She charms to reſt, and cheats it into health; 
So muſt we lightly urge th' afflicted fair, 
Probe the ſelf-tortur'd breaſt, and teach it how to "oy 


Improve each moment when th* elaſtic mind 
Tir'd with its plaints reſumes the bent of mirth ; 
Lead it to joys not boiſtrous but refin d, 
Far from thoſe ſcenes wich gave its ſorrows birth, 
Thro' the ſmooth paths of Fancy's flowery vale, 
And the long devious tracks of ſome well woven tale. 
b x Ty 
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Thoꝰ oft I've known a ſorrow like to theirs, 
In well-deviſed ſtory painted ſtrong, 
Cheat the fond mourners of their real tears, 
And draw perforce the liſt'ning ear along ; 
Till powerful Fiction taught the tears to flow, 
And more than half their grief bewail'd another's woe, 


But ſhe, alas, 86 wiſe, 
Will ſee thro' every ſcheme thy art can Gre. 
Reject with honeſt ſcorn each mean diſguiſe, 
And her full ſhare of genuine anguiſh claim ; 
Wild as the winds which Ocean's face deform, 
Or filent as the deep ere rolls th' impetuous ſtorm. 


Why had ſhe talents given beyond her ſex, 
Or why thoſe talents did her care improve ? 
Free from the follies which weak minds perplex, 
But moſt expos'd to all which moſt can move. 
Great ſouls alone are curs'd with grief's exceſs, 
That quicker finer ſenſe of exquiſite diſtreſs. 


Yet ſhall that power beyond her ſex, at laſt, 
Not giv'n in vain, o'er grief itſelf prevail, 
Stop thoſe heart-burſting groans which heave ſo faſt, 
And Reaſon triumph where thy counſels fail ; 
Save when ſome well-known object ever dear 
Recalls th untutor'd ſigh, or ſudden-ſtarting tear. 
Such 
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Such tender tribute to departed friends 
Thro' life alas muſt ſad remembrance pay; 
And ſuch, O Charles, when kinder fate extends 
Thy ſtronger thread beyond my fatal day, 
Such ſhall J hope from thee, till thou reſign 
e. That laſt ſure pledge of love to ſome poor friend of thine. 
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To Mr. G 4 R RI 7 K. 


The Muſes met to ſing and play; 
Apart from all the reſt were ſeen 
The tragic and the comic queen, 
Engag'd, perhaps, in deep debate 
On Rich's, or on Fleetwood's fate. 
When, on a ſudden, news was brought 
That Garrick had the patent got, 
And both their ladyſhips again 
Might now return to Drury-lane. 
They bow'd, they ſimper d, and agreed 
They wiſh'd the project might ſucceed, 
"Twas very poſſible, the caſe 
Was likely too, and had a face— 
A face ! Thalia titt ring cry'd, 8 
And cou'd her joy no longer hide; 
Why, ſiſter, all the world muſt ſee 
How much this makes for you and me: 
No longer now ſhall we expoſe 
Our unbought gocds to empty rows, 
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Or meanly be oblig'd to court 

From foreign aid a weak ſupport; 
No more the poor polluted ſcene | 
Shall teem with births of Harlequin; 
Or vindicated ſtage ſhall feel | 
The inſults of the dancer's heel. 
Such idle traſh we'll kindly ſpare 
To operas now==they'll want them there, 
For Sadler's-Wells, they ſay, this year: - 
Has quite outdone their n 9 


Pugh, e a wag, the buſkin'd prude 
Reply'd, and ſmil'd, beſides tis rude - 
To laugh at foreigners, you know, | 
And triumph o'er avanquiſh'd foe ; 

For my part, I-ſhall. be content 

If things ſucceed as they are meant; 

And ſhould not be difpleas'd to find 

Some changes of the tragic kind. 

And ſay, Thalia, mayn't we hope 

The ſtage will take a larger ſcope ? 

Shall he whoſe all- expreſſive powers 

Can reach the heights which Shakeſpear FRO 
Deſcend to touch an humbler key | 
And tickle ears with-poetry ;  _ 
Where every tear is taught to flow 
Thro' many a line's melodious woe, 
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And heart-felt pangs of deep diſtreſs _ 
Are fritter'd into fimiles ? 4 | 
O thou, whom Nature taught the art 
To pierce, to cleave, to tear the heart, 
Whatever name delight thy ear, 
Othello, Richard, Hamlet, Lear, 

O undertake my juſt defence, 

And baniſh all but Nature hence! 

See, to thy aid with ſtreaming eyes 

The fair afflicted“ Conſtance flies z 

Now wild as winds in madneſs tears 

Her heaving breaſts, and ſcatter'd hairs ; 
Or low on earth diſdains relief. | 
With all the conſeious pride of grief. 

My Pritchard too in Hamlet's queen 
The goddeſs of the ſportive vein | 
Here ſtop'd her ſhort, and with a ſneer, 
My Pritchard, if you pleaſe, — 
Her tragic merit I confeſs, 80 
But ſurely mine's her proper dreſs 
Behold her there with native eaſe 
And native ſpirit, born to pleaſo 
With all Maria's charms engage, 

Or Milwood's arts, or Touchwood's rage, 
Thro' every foible trace the fair, 

Or leave the town, and toilet's care 

c | Fire To 


* Mrs. Cibber in the charatter of lady Conſtance in Shake- 
ſpear's King John, 
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To chaunt in foreſts unconfin d . 
The wilder notes of Roſalind. 


O thou where- e er thou fix thy praiſe, 
Brute, Drugger, Fribble, Ranger, Bays ! 
O join with her in my behalf, j 
And teach an audience when to laugh. 

So ſhall buffoons with ſhame repair 
To draw in fools at Smithfield fair, 

And real humour charm the age, 

Tho' * Falſtaff ſhou'd forſake the ſtage. 


She ſpoke. Melpomene reply'd, 
And much was ſaid on either ſide ; 
And many a chief, and many a fair 
Were mention'd to their credit there. 
But I'll not venture to diſplay 
What goddeſſes think fit to ſay. 
However, Garrick, this at leaſt 
Appears by both a truth confeſs'd, . 
That their whole fate for many a year 
But hangs on your paternal care. 

A nation's taſte depends on you. 
--Perhaps a nation's virtue too. 

O think how glorious twere to raiſe 
A theatre to Virtue's praiſe. : 
Where 


* Mr. Quin, inimitable in that character, who was then 
leaving the ſtage. 
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Where no indignant bluſh might riſe, 
Nor wit be taught to plead for vice ; 
But every young attentive ear 


Imbibe the precepts, living there. 


And every unexperienc'd breaſt. 
There feel its own rude hints expreſs'd, 
And, waken'd by the glowing ſcene, 
Unfold the worth that lurks within. 


If poflible, be perfect quite; 
A few ſhort rules will guide you right. 
Conſult your own good ſenſe in all, 
Be deaf to Faſhion's fickle call, 
Nor e' er deſcend from Reaſon's laws 


To court what you command, applauſe. 
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NATURE to Dr. HOADLY, 


On his Comedy of the Suspicrtovs Hus BAND. 


LY hypocrite ! was this your aim ? 
To borrow Pæon's ſacred name, 
And lurk beneath his graver mien, 
To trace the ſecrets of my reign ? 
Did I for this applaud your zeal, 
And point out each minuter wheel, 
Which finely taught the next to roll, 


And made my works one perfect whole? 


For who, but I, till you appear d, 
To model the dramatic herd, 
E'er bade to ond ring ears and eyes, 


Such pleaſing intricacies riſe? 


Where every part is nicely true, 

vet touches ſtill the maſter clue ; 

Each riddle opening by degrees, 

Till all unravels with ſuch eaſe, 

That only thoſe who will be blind, 

Can feel one doubt perplex their mind. 
| Nor 
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Nor was 't enough, you thought, to write, 
But you waſt impiouſly unite , 
With Garrick too, who long before 
Had ftoPn my whole expreſſive pow'r. 
That changeful Proteus of the ſtage, 
Uſurps my mirth, my grief, my rage; 
And as his different parts incline, 
Gives joys or pains, ſincere as mine. 


Yet you ſhall find (howe'er elate 
You triumph in your former cheat) 
"Tis not ſo eaſy to eſcape _. 

In Nature's, as in Pzon's ſhape. 
For every critic, great or ſmall, 
Hates every thing that's natural. 

| The beaus, and ladies too, can ſay, 

What does he mean ? is this a play? | 
4 We ſee ſuch people every day. 

| | Nay more, to chafe, and teize your ſpleen, 

And teach you how to ſteal again, 
My very fools ſhall prove you re bit, 
And damn _ _ Yer want of wit. 
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The YouTH and the PRILOSOPHER. 
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Grecian Vouth, of talents rare, 
Whom Plato's philoſophic care 
Had form'd for virtue's nobler view, 


By precept and example too, 


Wou' d often boaſt his matchleſs (kill, 

To curb the ſteed and guide the wheel. 

And as he paſs'd the gazing throng, 

With graceful eaſe, and ſmack'd the thong, 
The ideot wonder they expreſs'd | 
Was praiſe and tranſport to his breaſt. 


At length quite vain, he needs wou'd ſhew 


His maſter what his art cou'd do 

And bade his flaves the chariot lead 
To Academus' ſacred ſhade. 

The trembling grove confeſs'd its fright, 
The wood-nymphs ſtartled at the fight, 
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The Muſes drop the learned lyre, 7 


Howe'er, the youth with forward air 
Bows to the ſage, and mounts the car. 
The laſh reſounds, the courſers ſpring, 
The chariot marks the rolling ring, 
And gath'ring crouds with eager eyes, 
And ſhouts, purſue him as he flies. 


Triumphant to the goal return'd 
With nobler thirſt his boſom burn'd ; 
And now along th' indented plain 
The ſelf-ſame track he marks again, 
Purſues with care the nice deſign, 

Nor ever deviates from the line. 


Amazement feiz'd the circling croud; 
The youths with emulation glow'd, 
Ev'n bearded ſages hail'd the boy, 
And all, but Plato, gaz'd with joy. 
For he, deep-judging ſage, beheld 
With pain the triumphs of the field ; 
And when the charioteer drew nigh, 
And, fluſh'd-with hope, had caught his eye, 
Alas! unhappy youth; he cry'd, 
Expect no praiſe from me (and figh'd) 
| | With 


With 


With indignation I ſurvey 


Such {kill and judgment thrown away. fly 


The time profuſely ſquander'd there 
On vulgar arts beneath thy care, 
If well employ'd, at leſs expence, 


Had taught thee honour, virtue, ſenſe, 


And rais'd thee from a coachman's fate 
To govern men, and guide the ſtate. 
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An ODE to 2 GENTLEMAN, 
On his pitching a Tent in his GARDEN, 


H ! friend, forbear, nor fright the fields 
With hoſtile ſcenes of imag'd war; 
Content ſtill roves the blooming wilds, 
And ſheds her mildeſt influence there : 
Ah! drive not the ſweet wand'rer from her ſeat, 
Nor with rude arts profane her lateſt beſt retreat. 


Are there not bowers, and ſylvan ſcenes, - 
By Nature's kind luxuriance wove ? 
Has Romely loſt the living greens 
Which erſt adorn'd her artleſs grove ? 
Where thro' each hallow'd haunt the poet ſtray'd, 
And met the willing Muſe and peopled every ſhade. 


But now no bards thy woods among 
Shall wait th' inſpiring Muſe's call; 
For tho” to mirth and feſtal ſong 
Thy choice devotes the woven wall, 
Yet what avails that all be peace within, 
If horrors guard the gate, and ſcare us from the fcene ? 
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'Tis true, of old the patriarch. "EF 
His happier-tents which knew not war, 
And chang'd at will the trampled mead 
For freſher greens and purer air ; 
But long has man forgot ſuch ſimple ways ; 
Truth unſuſpeRing harm !—the dream of ancient days. 
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Ev'n he, cut off from human kind, 


(Thy neighb'ring wretch) the child of Care, 
Who, to his native mines confin'd, 


Nor ſees the ſun, nor breathes the air, 
But midſt the damps and darkneſs of Earth's womb 
Drags out laborious life, and ſcarcely dreads the tomb, 


Ev'n he, ſhould ſome indulgent chance 
Tranſport him to thy ſylvan reign, 
Would eye the floating veil aſkance, 
And hide him in his caves again, 
While dire preſage in every breeze that blows 
Hears ſhrieks, and claſhing arms, and allGermania's woes, 


And doubt not thy polluted taſte 
A ſudden vengeance ſhall purſue ; 
Each fairy form we whilom trac d 
Along the morn or evening dew, 
Nymph, Satyr, Faun, ſhall vindicate their grove, 
Robb'd of its genuine charms, and hoſpitable Jove. 


I I fee, 
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I fee, all-arm'd with dews unbleſt, 
Keen froſts, and noiſome vapours drear, 
Already, from the bleak north-eaſt, © 
The Genius of the wood appear ! 
— Far other office once his prime delight, 
To nurſe thy ſaplings tall, and heal the harms of night; 


With ringlets quaint to curl thy ſhade, 
To bid the inſect tribes retire, 
Jo guard thy walks, and not invade— 
O wherefore then proyoke his ire ? 
Alas ! with prayers, with tears his rage repel, 
While yet the red'ning ſhoots with embryo-bloſſoms ſwell 


Too late thou'lt weep, when blights deform 
The faireſt produce of the year; 
Too late thou'lt weep, when every ſtorm 
Shall loudly thunder in thy ear, 
6“ Thus, thus the green-hair'd deities maintain 
& Their own eternal rights, and Nature's injur d reign. 
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On a MrssacE-CARD | in Verſe, 
Sent by LADY. 


TERMES, the gameſter of the ſky, 
To ſhare for once mankind's delights, 
Slip'd down to earth, exceeding ſly, 
And bade his coachman drive to White's. : 
In form a beau; ſo light he trips, 
You'd ſwear his wings were at his heels; 
From glaſs to glaſs, alert he ſkips, 
And bows and prattles while he deals. 
In ſhort, ſo well his part he play'd, 


» 
* 
— — — ͥͤ ———ßPI — y 
<4 
. - - 


8 


ell. 


— — — — — 


7 
x | i 
* 

; 
1 
J 
| 

. 

9 

6 

15 
1 
5 

1 


The waiters took him for a peer; 
And ev'n ſome great ones whiſp'ring ſaid 
He was no vulgar foreigner, _ | 
Whate'er he was, he ſwept the board, Ti 
A Won every bett, and every game; 
Strip'd even the Rooks, who ſtamp'd and roar'd, 
And wonder d how the devil it came! 3 | j 
He wonder'd too, and thought it hard; . 6 
But found at laſt this great command 
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Was owing to one fav'rite card, 
Which ſtill brought luck into his hand. 
12 The 
On ä | 
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The four of ſpades ; whene'er he ſaw 


Its ſable ſpots, he laugh'd at rules, 


Took odds beyond the gameing law, 


And Hoyle and Philidor were fools. 

But now, for now 'twas time to go, 
What gratitude ſhall he expreſs ? 

And what peculiar boon beſtow 
Upon the cauſe of his ſucceſs ? 


Suppoſe, for ſomething muſt be done, 


On Juno's ſelf he cou'd prevail 


To pick the pips out, one by one, 


And flick them in her peacock” s tail. 
Should Pallas have it, was a doubt, 
To twiſt her ſilk, or range her pins, 
Or ſhould the Muſes cut it out, 
For bridges to their violins. 
To Venus ſhou'd the prize be given 
Superior beauty” s juſt reward, 
And *gainſt the next great rout in heaven 
Be ſent her for a meſſage-card. 
Or hold — by Jove, a lucky hit! 
Your goddeſſes are arrant farces; 


So, carry it to Mrs. —— _ 


And bid her fill it full of ds, 


The 


The 


LEE 
ES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
- And Czlia has undone me; A 
And yet I'll ſwear I can't tell how 
The pleaſing plague ſtole on me. 
g - 
'Tis not her face which love crextes, 
For there no Graces revel; | 
'Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates 
Have rather been uncivil. 
{LE III. 
"Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; F 
And all her ſenſe is.only chat, 
Like any other woman. 
TRE IV. 
Her voice, her touch might give th' alarm 
'Twas both perhaps, or neither; 


In ſhort, twas that provoking charm 


Of Czlia altogether. 
I 3 T © 


— 


n 9 £1 WIS 
— I 
| 2 


* SD) NN = 
I 9 SEC n 
. 7 = * C * 


EAR Cambridge, teach your friend the art 
You uſe to gain the Muſe” s heart, 


And make her ſo entirely yours, 
'That at all ſeaſons, and' all hours, 
The anxious goddeſs ready ſtands 


To wait the motion of your hands. 


It was of old a truth confeſt 
That poets muſt have needful reſt, 
And every imp of Phoebus? yoo 
To "hiloſophic ſhades retire, 

Arliid thoſe flowery ſcenes of eaſe 
To pick up ſenſe and fimilies. 

Had Virgil been from coaſt to coaſt, 
Like his Eneas, tempeſt-toſt, 

Or paſs'd life's fluQuating dream 
On Tyber's or on Mincio's fiream, 
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He might have been expert in failing ; 
But Mzvius ne'er had fear'd his railing, 
Nor great Auguſtus ſav'd from we 


The es of a fax ng e 


Had Horse too, "Goal a to . 
Run poſt upon the Appian way, 
In reſtleſs journies to and from 
Brundiſium, Capua, and Rome; | 
The bard had ſcarcely found atime . 
To put that very road in rhyme; | TA 
And ſav'd great critics much expence 
In lab'ring to miſtake his ſenſe. 


' Nay he, whoſe Greek. is out of date 
Since Pope deſcended to tranſlate, | 
Tho' wand'ring ſtill from place to place, 

At leaſt lay by in ſtormy weather 
(Whate er Perrault or Wotton ſays) 
To tack his rhapſodies together. 


But you, reverſing every rule 
Of ancient or of modern ſchool, _ 
. Nor hurt by noiſe, nor cramp'd by rhymes, 
Can all things do, and at all times. 
Your own Scriblerus never knew 
A more unſettled life than you, 
14 


He 


Ct ww} 
Yet Pope in Twit'nam's peaceful grot 
Scarce ever more correctly eh er 
In whirligigs it is confeſt 


The middle line's #'line'of ret: 


And, let the fides fly how they will, 
The cent'ral point muſt needs ſtand till. 
Perhaps your mind like one of theſe 
Beholds the tumult round at eafe, 
And ſtands, as firm as rock in ocean, 
The center of perpetual motion. 
That Cæſar did three things at once, 
Is known at ſchool to every dance ; 
But your more comprehenſive mind 
Leaves pidling Cæſar far behind. © 
You ſpread the lawn, direct the flood, 
Cut viſta's thro', or plant a wood, 10 
Build China's barks for Severn's Stream, 
Or form new plans for Epic fame, 
And then, in ſpite of wind or weather, 
You read, row, ride, and write together. 


But tis not your undoubted claim 
To naval or equeſtrian fame, 
Your nicer taſte, or quicker parts, 

In rural or mechanic arts 
(Tho' each alone in humbler ſtation 
Might raiſe both wealth and reputation) 


It 
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It is not theſe that I would have, 
Bear them, o' God's name, to your grane: 
But 'tis that unexhauſted vein, by? 
That quick conception without pain, 
That ſomething, for no words can ſhow it, 
Which without leiſure makes a poet. 


Sure Nature caſt, indulgent dame, 
Some ſtrange peculiar in your frame 
From whoſe well-lodg'd prolific ſeeds 
This inexpreſſive power proceeds. 


Or does Thalia court your arms 
Becauſe you ſeem to ſlight her charms, 
And, like her ſiſter females, fly 
From our dull aſſiduity. 

If that's the caſe, I'll ſoon be free, 

I'll put on airs as well as ſhe ; 

And ev'n in “ this poetic ſhade 

Where erſt with Pope and Gay ſhe play d, 


_ Ev'n here Fll tell her to her face 


I've learn'd to ſcorn a forc'd embrace. 
In ſhort, here ends her former reign; 
And if we e' er begin again 
It muſt be on another ſcore 

J'll write like you, or write no more. 


Middleton park, Oxfordſhire. 
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Viſquis ex es, 0 juvenis, noſtro vagus advena luca, 
Q Cui cor eſt tenerum, cuique puella comes ; 
Quiſquis es, ah fugias !—hic ſuadent omnia amorem, 

Inque caſa hac latitans omnia ſuadet amor. 
Aſpice flore capri quam circum aſtringitur ilex 
Hærenti amplexu, et luxuriante coma ! 

Sylva tegit, tacitum ſternit tibj lana cubile, 
Aut tumet in vivos mollior herba toros. 

Si quis adeſt ſubitum dant tintinvabula ſignum, 
Et ſtrepit in primo limine porta loquax. 

Nec rigidum oſtendit noſtro de parjete vultum 
Actæuſve ſenex, dimidiuſve Cato: 

At nuda aſpirat dulces Cytherea furores, 
Atque ſuos ritus conſecrat ipſa Venus. | 


/ 


An Inſcription in the Cottage of Venus, 


The 
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The 


A youthful ſtranger to this fatal grove, 


{ 


The Same in Engliſh. 
Hoe'er thou art, whom chance ordains to rove 


O, if thy breaſt can feel too ſoft a flame, 

And with thee wanders ſome unguarded dame, 

Fly, fly the place each object thro! the ſhade "1} 
Perſuades to love, and in this cottage laid ; 4 
What cannot, may not, will not love perſuade ? 

See to yon oak how cloſe the woodbinecleaves, 
And twines around its luxury of leaves! 113 
Above, the boughs a pleaſing darkneſs ſhed, 
Beneath, a noiſeleſs couch ſoft fleeces ſpread, - | 
Or ſofter herbage forms a living bed. | 

Do ſpies approach ?—ſhrill bells the ſound repeat, 

And from the entrance ſcreams the conſcious gate. 

Nor ſrom theſe walls do rigid buſtos frown, 

Or philoſophic cenſors threat in ſtone. 

But Verius' ſelf does her own rites approve 

In naked ſtate, and thro the raptur d grove 
Breathes the ſweet madneſs of exceſſive love. 
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On a great variety of Roſes being Planted 
round her Cottage. a 


Te, dea, «meer nübild cdi 
Ad ventumque tuum; An Haves Dedala rellus 
Cammittit flores. | Lvcrer, 


Venus, whoſe :nſpiring FU 
Firſt waken'd Nature's genial power, 

And cloath'd the teeming earth beneath 
Which paints the verdant lap of Spring 

Or wantons in the Summer's ray; 
Which bruſh'd by Zephyr's dewy wing 

With fragrance hails the opening day, 
Or pour'd profuſe on hill, on plain, on dale, 

Reſerves its treaſur d nnn n s ſofter gale ! 


To thee, behold, a new age. 
The maſter of this ſhade prepares 
Induc'd by far inferior rites. - 
You've heard a Cyprian' s ſoſteſt prayers ; A 
There. 


re, 
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There, form'd to wreaths, the N | 
Has on thy altars wart ury ng Jl 
But here, around thy fragrant Bower, 
Extends the living incenſe wide ; 
From the firſt roſe he folt'ting Zephyrs tear, 
To that whoſe fainter bluſh adorns the Hing Je: 


* 


Bchold one bean e a 
The luſtre of th unſullied ſnow ! 
While there the Belgic's ſofter bloom. . 
Improves the damaſk's deeper . 21 
The Auſtrian here in purple breaks, 
Or flaunts in robes of yellow light ; 
While there, in more fantaſtic ſtreaks, 
The 4 red roſe mingles with the white, 
And in its name records poor Albion's woes, 
Albion, that oft has wept the colours of the roſe ! 
garige 10 JA me 
Then, Venus, come; to every thorn 
Thy kind prolific influence lend; 
And bid the tears of eve and morn 
In honey-dropping dews deſcend ; | 
Teach every ſunbeam's warmth-and light 
To pierce thy thicket's inmoſt ſhade ; 
Nor let th' ungenial damps of night 
The breeze's ſearching wings evade, 
But every plant confeſs the power that guides, 


And all be beauty there where beauty's queen preſides. 


+ York and Lancaſter roſes. 
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80 ſhall the maſter's bounteous hand 
New plans deſign, new temples raiſe 
To thee, and wide as his command 
Extend the trophies of thy praiſe. 
So daily, nightly, to thy ſtar 
The bard ſhall grateful tribute pay, 
Whether it gilds Aurora's car, 
Or loiters in the train of day ; . 
And each revolving year new hymns ſhall grace 
Thy ſhowery month, which wakes the vegetable race. 


EDEN ALDER 22.2 VR 
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In a Hermitage, at the fame Place. 


HE man, whoſe days of youth and eaſe 
In Nature's calm enjoyments paſs'd, 

Will want no monitors, like + theſe, 

To torture and alarm his laft. 


The gloomy grot, the cypreſs ſhade, 
The zealot's lift of rigid rules, 
To him are merely dull parade, 


The tragic pageantry of fools. 


What life affords he freely taſtes, 

When Natufe-calls reſigns his breath; 
Nor age in weak repining-waſtes, 

Nor a&s alive the farce of death. 


- ER ITED 8 
— a 
S ads 
= 


Not ſo the youths of Folly's train, 
Impatient of each kind reſtraint | 
Which parent Nature fix'd, in vain, 105 
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To teach us, man's true bliſs, content. 


+ A ſkull, hour-glaſs, &c. 
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For ſomething ſtill beyond enough 


With eager impotence they ſtrive, 
Till appetite has learn'd to loath 
The very joys by which we live. 


Then, fll'd with all which four diſdain 


To diſappointed vice can add, 
Tir'd of himſelf, man flies from man, 


And hates the world he made ſo bad. 
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Inſcriptia 
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rb on an . Oak, at Romely i in 
Derbyſhire. 


The Oak 1 IS E to ſpeak, 0 | 


NCE was I fam'd, an aul ſage, 
The filent wonder of my age ! 
To me was every ſcience ne. 

And every language was my own. 

The ſun beheld my daily toil, > | 

T labour'd o'er the midnight oyl, i 
And, hid in woods, conceal'd from view 
Whate'er I was, . whate'er I knew. 

In ſhort, conſum'd with learned care 

T liv'd, I died. I rooted here! 

For heaven, that's pleas'd with doing good, 

To make me uſeful made me wood. 


On the Marriage of his Royal Highneſ 
the Prince of Warzs. 


Printed among theCambridge congratulatory Verſes 51736. 


ran CE had our bards poetic tribute pald | 
To Belgia's Hero, and the Britiſh maid, \. 
Ere (ſhortliv'd joy) we ſaw the riſing gales [ 
Curl o'er the deep, and ſwell the parting falls. | I 
Swift glides the bark, as ſwift our eyes purſue, 4 
Catch the laſt glance, and die upon the view). V 

But now no more, ſo George and Jove command, Y 
For their loſt Anna weeps the droopitg land ; ' 80 
The joys they took relenting ſeas reſtore, val Ba 
And kinder veſlels haſten to the ſhore, _ Ar 


Rapt at the thought, my glowing fancy ſees 
Young Loves in myriads aid the wafting breeze ! 
She comes, ſhe comes ! ye gath'ring crouds ſurvey 
That angel-form, and gaze your griefs away. 
There Anna's charms reviv'd your tranſports claim; 
Auguſta comes, another and the ſame! 
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80 when, directed by the queen of Love, 
From the deep boſgm of the ſacred grove 
The radiant bough the Trojan « chief had torn, 
Not long the trees their raviſh'd honor mourn, 
Again the fibres ſhoot, the leaves unfold, 
And blooms renew'd the vegetable gold. 


Welcome fair ranger ; ; charms like thine can dart 
Extenſive beams, to warm a nation's heart. 
Then O what bliſs his raptur'd breaſt enjoys, 
Where full-orb'd beauty all its powers employs ! . 
See thro' his eyes his kindling paſſion view 
Each wond'rqys ftroke, which Nature's pencil drew ! 
Fix'd on that face, he blames the painter's art, 
Whoſe faint attempts had blunted every dart; 
Whoſe baffled ſkill too weak the colors laid, 
Or, what it could not picture, caſt in ſhade. 
Yet blame not, Prince, Apelles' {kill ; for this 
Some god deſign'd, to cheat thee into bliſs ; 
Bade mimic charms a while delude the ſight, 
And but conceal'd i to improve delight. 


Bleſt pair, ſee Diſcord's ſelf relenting own, 
Your gentler ſway, and War forget to frown ! 
Tyrants no more their bleeding realms deſtroy, 
And fierce Ambition ſoftens into joy ; 
While peaceful olives ſpring to wreathe your brows, 
And worlds at leiſure witneſs to your vows ! 2 
WR Such 
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Such was the age, ſo calm the earth's repoſe, 
When Maro ſung, and a new Pollio roſe. 
O from ſuch omens may again ſucceed 
Some glorious youth, to bleſs the genial bed; 
Somefuture Scipio, good as well as great ; 
Some young Marcellus, with a better fate ; ; 
Some infant Fred'ric, or ſome George to grace 
The riſing records of the Brunſwic race. | 


Thus, in herſelf ſecure, ſhall Albion riſe, 
And the vain powers of future fate deſpiſe. 
See willing worlds beneath her ſcepter bend, 
And to the verge of Time her fame extend. 


* 


On 


On 


On the Birth of the young * Prince. 
1 Nature, thanks | the finiſh'd piece 5 own, 
And worthy Fred'ric's love, and Britain's throne, 
Th' impatient goddeſs firſt had ſketch'd the plan, 
Yet, ere ſhe durſt compleat the wond'rous man, 


To try her power a gentler taſk deſign'd, 
And form'd + a pattern of the ſofter kind. 
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But now, bright boy, thy more exalted ray 
Streams o'er the dawn, and pours a fuller day. 
Nor ſhall diſpleas'd to thee her realms reſign 
That earlier promiſe of the riſing line. | 
Tis hers a milder ſcepter to ſuſtain, 
„The world's fair light, not empreſs of the main.” 
Oer hoſtile monarchs ſhall her charms prevail, 
And beauty triumph where our arms would fail. 


This be the virgin's fame ; for thee remains 
The dang'rous wreath, which lab'ring Virtue gains. 
For thee, unſhock'd, with equal ſtrength to bear 


The flatt'ring calms of peace, the ſtorms of war: 


K 


3 With 
Now Prince of Wales, + Lady Auguſta 
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With Numa's prudence blend Hoſtilius fire, 


And ſtrike with terror, as with love inſpire. 


And ſee, what figns his future worth proclaim ! 
See our Aſcanius boaſt a nobler flame ! 
On the fair form let vulgar fancies trace 
Some fond preſage in every dawning gruce, 
More unconfin d poetic tranſport roves, 
Sees all the ſoul, and all the foul approves. 
Sees regal pride but reach th' exterior ds 
And big with virtue beat the little heart; 
Whilſt from his eyes foft gleams of mercy flow, 


And Liberty ſupreme ſmiles on his infant brow. 


Thus the ſmall ſeed contains, by Nature wove, 
The embryo texture of its future grove. 


Soft, by degrees, as genial ſuns and ſkies 


Warm their green blood, th' unfolding branches riſe ; 
Wide and more wide their verdant honors ſpread, 
An age's wonder, and a nation's made. 


On the PEACE, 1748. 
Printed in the Cambrid ge ColleRtion 


ROM whom ſhauld Peace ſincerer vows receive 
Than from thoſe arts which by her preſence live ? 
Far from the noiſe of arms, in cells, and ſhades, 
The ſons of Science wait th' inſpiring Maids; - 
Yet not inglorious, if the cloiſter'd ſage 
Enrich the moral, or hiſtoric page ; | 
The hero's acts from dark oblivion ſave ; 
Or frame the precepts which make heroes brave, 


But now no more ſhall rude alarms moleſt 
The learn'd, the virtuous, or the tuneful breaſt. 
No more the matron's pious tears deplore 
Her abſent heir: the penſiye bride no more 
With fancied dangers real fears create, 
Or Albion tremble far her William's fate. ; 
William, whoſe godlike arm, and filal care 
Huſh'd her loud griefs, and ſnatch'd her from deſpair. 
He came, he ſaw, he drove Rebellion forth | 
To = bleak regions of its native North. 
K 4 There, 
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There, on the confines of ſome barren ſhore, 
While tempeſts howl, and oceans round her roar, 
The fiend, impatient of the galling chain, 
Heaves her huge limbs, and bites her bonds in vain, 


But Peace returns, and o'er the ſmiling land 
The fair magician waves her olive wand. 
Beneath whoſe touch the vales freſh verdure wear, 
And future harveſts ſeem already here. 
Wide o'er the deep her haleyon power prevails, 
The deep now darken'd with unnumber'd fails. 
Securely there the merchant ploughs his way 
Thro' Uſhant's ſtraits, or Biſcay's faithleſs bay; 
Securely ſlacks his courſe, and points the place 
Where late our heroes urg'd the naval chace. 
« 'Twas there, he cries, where yon advancing tide 
„ Swells from the right, that Gallia's tow'ring pride 
« Bow'd to the Britiſh flag: then ſpreads the ſail, 
And, whilſt his eager tongue purſues the tale 
Of Albion's triumphs, round the Celtic ſteep 
Winds to the boſom of Iberla's deep. 
There, as they glide; he views with ardent eyes 
In crouds his country's former conqueſts riſe ; 
He leaves the leſſening Groyne beheld from far, 
And Vigo dreading till the ſound of war, 
Caſcaia's turrets half in Tagus loſt, 
And Gades, and Calpe's oft diſputed coaſt, 
E Fat: 
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Fair cauſe of endleſs hate!—But why eſſays 
Th' ambitious verſe to graſp Britannia's praiſe ? 
Witneſs O earth how wide her conqueſts run, TER 
Witneſs thou rifing and thou ſetting ſun, 
Witneſs ye winds that bear her on her way, 
And, waves, that hail her ſovereign of the ſea ! 


Yet ne'er ſhould glory's gen'rous heat too far 

Provoke deſtructive, tho ſucceſsful war. 
Th' Almighty hand, which firſt her ſhores ſecur d 

With rolling oceans, and with rocks immur'd, 
Which ſpread her plains, and bade her flocks increaſe, . 
Deſign'd Britannia for the land of Peace. | 
Where Commerce only ſhould exert her ſway, 
And muſing Science trim th' unfad ing bay. 


Then O, tho? ſtill from Albion's favour'd coaſts 
New Drakes, new Williams lead her willing hoſts, 
Tho' many a realm in many a fatal hour 
Has forc'd her to be brave, and felt her power, 

Yet ſtill be Peace her choice; with plenty crown'd 
Still may ſhe ſhed the ſofter bleſſings round. 

Nor fear we thence her innate worth ſhould fail ; 
Firm as her oaks, when winds or waves aſſail, 
She'll ſtand the ſtorm, tho? better pleas'd to ſpread - 
The milder honors of a peaceful ſhade. 

Ye lands of ſlaves, whom each mad maſter's will 


alt Draws forth in myriads, and inures to kill, 
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What tho' from uſe your ſtrengthen d finews know 
To hurl the lanee, or bend the ſtubborn bow! 
What tho from uſe your harden'd bodies bear 
The march laborious, and the midnight air! 


Yet muſt ye ſtill inglorious ſchemes purſue, 


And feel a want which Britons never knew. 
Tis in a juſter cauſe our arms engage 


| Than weak Ambition, or inſatiate Rage; 
is from a nobler ſource our ſpirits roll: 


Toil forms the limbs, but Liberty the ſouk 


PROLOGUE 
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At the Revival of Fury Aan in bis Humour, 1758. 
Spoken by Mr. Garrick. 

* 


RIT ICS! your favor is our author's right. 

I The well-known ſcenes, which we preſent to-night, 
Are no weak effarts of a modern pen, 

But the ſtrong touches of immortal Ben. 

A rough old bard, whoſe honeſt pride diſdain'd | 

Applauſe itſelf, unleſs by merit gain'd. 

And would to-night your loudeſt praiſe diſclaim, 


Should his great ſhade perceive the doubtful fame 
Not to his labors granted, but his name. 


Boldly he wrote, and boldly told the age, 
* He dar'd not proſtitute the uſeful ſtage ; 39 
« Or purchaſe their delight at ſuch a rate, as 
% As, for it, he himſelf muſt juſtly hate: | 4 
“But rather beg'd they would be pleas'd to ſee. f Ti 
* From him ſuch plays, as other plays ſhould be : |! - 
* Would learn from him to ſcorn a motley ſcene, 
And leave their monſters, to be pleas'd with men“. 
Fx Thus 


1 


Tubus ſpoke the bard; and tho the times are chang'd 
Since his free muſe for fools the city rang d; 

And Satire had not then appear'd in ſtate, 

To laſh the finer follies of the great; 

Yet let not prejudice infe& your mind, 

Nor ſlight the gold, becauſe not quite reſin d. 
Nature was Nature then, and ftill ſurvives ; 

The garb may alter, but the ſubſtance lives : 

Lives in theſe ſcenes : where each may find compleat 
His pictur'd ſelf. —Then favor the deceit ; 

Kindly forget the hundred years between : 

Become Old Britons, and admire Old Ben. 


To 
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Rithee teize me no longer, dear troubleſome friend, 
On a ſubje@ which wants not advice: 

| You may make me unhappy, but never can mend 

Thoſe ills I have learnt to deſpiſe. | 


You ſay I'm dependent ; what then ?—if I make 
That dependence quite eaſy to me, 

Say why fhould you envy my lucky miſtake, 
Or why ſhould I wiſh to be free; 


Many men of leſs worth, you partially cry, 
To ſplendor and opulence ſoar ; 

Suppoſe I allow it, yet, pray fir, am I 
Leſs happy becauſe they are more? 


But why ſaid I happy, I aim not at that, 
Mere eaſe is my humble requeſt ; 
I would neither repine at a niggardly fate, 


Nor ſtretch my wings far from my neſt. 


Nor e' er may my pride or my folly reflect 
On the fav'rites whom Fortune has made, 
Regardleſs of thouſands who pine with neglect 
In penſive Obſcurity's ſhade ; 


To il | | Witt. 
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With whom when comparing the merit I boaſt, ; 
Tho. rais d by indulgence to fame, 
1 fink in confuſion bewilder'd and loſt, - 
And wonder I am what I am! 
And what are theſe wonders, theſe bleſſings refin'd F 
Which ſplendor and opulence ſhower? . 
The health of the body, and peace of the mind, U 


Are things which are out of their power. 
To Contentment's calm ſunſhine, the lot of the few, r 


Can inſolent greatneſs pretend?  _.. 
Or can it beſtow, what I boaſt of in you, 21668 1 
That bleſſing of bleſſings, a friend? 
We may pay ſome regard to the rich and the great, 7 
But how ſeldom we love them you know ; 
Or if we do love them, it is not their ſtate, = 
The tinſel and plume of the ſhow, 
But ſome ſecret virtues we find in the heart J 
When the maſk is aid kindly aſide, 
Which birth can not give them, nor riches impart, I 


And which never once heard of their pride. 


A flow of good ſpirits I've ſeen with a ſmile Bu 
To worth make a ſhallow pretence; | 
And the chat of good breeding with eaſe, for a while, 


8a 
May paſs for good nature, and ſenſe ; 


Bu 
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But where is the boſom untainted by art, 
The judgment ſo modeſt and ſtay d, 
That union ſo rare of the head and the heart 
Which fixes the friends it has made ? 


For thoſe whom the great and the wealthy employ 


Their pleaſure or vanity's ſlaves, 
Whate'er they can give I without them enjoy, 
And am rid of juſt ſo many knaves. 


For the many whom titles alone can allure, 
And the blazon of ermine and gules, 

I wrap myſelf round in my lowneſs ſecure, 
And am rid of juſt ſo many fools. 


Then why ſhould I covet what cannot increaſe 
My delights, and may leſſen their ſtore ; 

My preſent condition is quiet and eaſe, 
And what can my future be more ? 


Should Fortune capriciouſly ceaſe to be coy, 
And in torrents of plenty deſcend, | 

I doubtleſs, like others, ſhould claſp her with joy, 
And my wants and my wiſhes extend. 


\ 


But fince 'tis denied me, and heaven beſt knows : 
Whether kinder to grant it or not, | 

Say why ſhould I vainly diſturb my repoſe, 

And peeviſhly carp at my lot? 


ule, 
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No; ſtill let me follow ſage Horace's rule, 
Who tried all things and held faſt the beſt, 
Learn daily to put all my paſſions to ſchool, 
And keep the due poiſe of my breaſt. 


Thus, firm-at the helm, I glide calmly away 
Like the merchant long us'd to the deep, 

Nor truſt for my ſafety on Life's ſtormy ſea 
Ts the gilding and paint of my ſhip. 


Nor j yet can the giants of honor and pelf 
My want of ambition deride, 

He who rules his own boſom is lord of himſelf, - 
And lord of all nature beſide. | 
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be ſubject propoſed. The reaſon why undertaken, 
Addreſs to the Sweepers. Their birth, and its dignity, 
Compared with that of demigods, &c. Their ſuperiority 
to blackſhee-boys in public ſpirit, Objection of their 
receiving money obulated. Charity to them recon- 
mended, eſpecially to the aged, A petition in the be- 
half of ſuch to church-wardens. The younger en- 
couraged to purſue their labours. Adviſed againſt | 
all contentions but in their profeſſion. Good wiſhe 0 
for them upon the due performance of their office. T 
Their proper ſphere of love. Exhorted againſt am. Fr 
bition in their amours. The certain ill effetts of it W 
with regard to the youths. The ſame pointed out 19 A 
the virgins in the pathetic ſtory of Lardella, with 
which the poem concludes. 
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Sing of Sweepers, frequent in thy ſtreets, 

Auguſta, as the flowers which grace the ſpring, 

Or branches withering in autumnal ſhades 

To form the brooms they weild. Preſferv'd by them 
From dirt, from coach-hire, and th' oppreſſive rheums 
Which clog the ſprings of life, to them I ſing, 

And aſk no inſpiration but their ſmiles. 


Hail, unown'd youths, and virgins unendow'd ! 
Whether on bulk begot, while rattled loud 
The paſſing coaches, or th' officious hand 
Of ſportive link boy wide around him daſh'd 
The pitchy flame, obſtructive of the joy. 
Or more propitious to the dark retreat 
Of round-houſe owe your birth, where Nature's reign 
Revives, and prompted by untaught defire 


The mingling ſexes ſhare promiſcuous love. 
L 2 And 
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And ſcarce the pregnant female knows to whom 


She owes the precious burthen, ſcarce the fire 
Can claim, confus'd, the many-featur'd child. 


Nor bluſh that hence your origin we trace : 
"Twas thus immortal heroes ſprung of old 


Strong from the ſtol'n embrace ; by ſuch as you 
Unhous'd, uncloath'd, unletter'd, and unfed, 
Were kingdoms modell'd, cities taught to riſe, 
Firm laws enacted, Freedom's rights maintain'd, 
The gods and patriots of an infant world ! 


Let others meanly chaunt in tuneful ſong 
The blackſhoe race, whoſe mercenary tribes 
Allur'd by halfpence take their morning ſtand. 
Where ſtreets divide, and to their proffer'd tools 
Solicit wand'ring feet; vain penſioners, 
And placemen of the croud ! Not ſo you pour 
Your bleſſings on mankind ; nor traffick vile 

Be your employment deem'd, ye laſt remains 
Of public ſpirit, whoſe laborious hands, 
Uncertain of reward, bid kennels know 

Their wonted bounds, remove the bord'ring filth, 
And give th' obſtructed ordure where to glide. 


What tho' the pitying paſſenger beſtows 
His unextorted boon, muſt they refuſe 
The well-earn'd bounty, ſcorn th' obtruded ore? 


Prout 
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proud were the thought and vain. And ſhall not we 
Repay their kindly labors, men like them, 
With gratitude unſought ? I too have oft 
| Seen in our ſtreets the wither'd hands of age 
Toil in th* induſtrious taſk ; and can we there 
Be thrifty niggards ? haply they have known 
Far better days, and ſcatter'd liberal round 
The ſcanty pittance we afford them now. 
Soon from this office grant them their diſcharge, 
Ye kind church-wardens ! take their meagre limbs 
Shiv'ring with cold and age, and wrap them warm 
In thoſe bleſt manſions Charity has rais'd. 


But you of younger years, while vigor knits 
Your lab'ring ſinews, urge the generous taſk. 
Nor loſe in fruitleſs brawls the precious hours 
Aſſign'd to toil. Be your contentions who 
Firſt in the dark'ning ſtreets, when Autumn ſheds 
Her earlieſt ſhowers; ſhall clear th' obſtructed paſs ; 
Or laſt ſhall quit the field when Spring diſtills 
Her moiſt'ning dews, prolific there in vain. 
So may each luſty ſcavenger, ye fair, 
Fly ardent to your arms ; and every maid, 
Ye gentle youths, be to your wiſhes kind, 
Whether Oftrea's fiſhy fumes allure 
As Venus' treſſes fragrant, or the ſweets 
More mild and rural from her ſtall who toils 
To feaſt the ſages of the Samian ſchool. 

L 3 


1 150 J 
Nor ever may your hearts elate with pride 
Deſert this ſphere of love; for ſhould ye, youths, 


When blood boils high, and ſome more lucky chance 


Has ſwell'd your ſtores, purſue the tawdry band 
That romp from lamp to lamp, for health expect 
Diſeaſe, for fleeting pleaſure foul remorſe, 

And daily, nightly, agonizing pains. 

In vain you call for Zſculapius' aid 

From White-croſs alley, or the azure poſts 


Which beam thro' Haydon-yard ; the god demands 


More ample offerings, and rejects your prayer. 


And you, ye fair, O let me warn your breaſts 
To ſhun deluding men : for ſome there are, 
Great lords of countries, mighty men of war, 
And well-dreſs'd courtiers, who with leering eye 
Can in the face begrim'd with dirt diſcern 


Strange charms, and pant for Cynthia in a cloud. 


But let Lardella's fate avert your own. 
 Lardella once was fair, the early boaſt 
Of proud St. Giles's, from its ample pound 
To where the column points the feven-fold day. 
Happy, thrice happy, had ſhe never known 
A ſtreet more ſpacious ! but ambition led 
Her youthful footſteps, artleſs, unaſſur'd, 


To Whitehall's fatal pavement. There ſhe ply'd 


Like you the active broom. At fight of her 
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| The coachman drop'd his laſh, the porter oft n 1 
Forgot his * and with wild amaze | 
The tall well-booted ſentry, arm'd in vain, 

Lean'd from his horſe to 1 upon her charms. 


But Fate reſerv'd boy for more dreadful ils 
A lord beheld her, and with powerful gold 
Seduc'd her to his arms. What can not gold 
Effect, when aided by the matron's tongue, 
Long tried, and practis'd in the trade of vice, 
Againſt th' unwary innocent! A while 
Dazzled with ſplendor, giddy with the height 
Of unexperienc'd greatneſs, ſhe looks down 
With thoughtleſs pride, nor ſees the gulph beneath, 
But ſoon, too ſoon, the high-wrought tranſport ſinks 
In cold indifference, and a newer face 
Alarms her reſtleſs lover's fickle heart. 
Diſtreſt, abandon'd, whither ſhall ſhe fly? 
How urge her former taſk, and brave the winds 
And piercing rains with limbs whoſe daintier ſenſe 
Shrinks from the evening breeze? nor has ſhe now, 
Sweet Innocence, thy calmer heart-felt aid 
To ſolace or ſupport the pangs ſhe feels. 


Why ſhould the weeping Muſe purſue her ſteps 
Thro' the dull round of infamy, thro' haunts 
Of public luſt, and every painful ſtage 
Of ill-feign'd tranſport, and uneaſy joy. 
The | L 4 Too 
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Too ſure ſhe tryed them all, till her ſunk eye 
Loft its laſt languiſh, and the bloom of Health, 
Which revell'd once on Beauty's virgin cheek, 
Was pale Diſeaſe, and meagre Penury. 
Then loath'd, deſerted, to her life's laſt pang 
In bitterneſs of ſoul ſhe curs'd in vain 
Her proud betrayer, curs'd her fatal charms, 
And periſh'd in the ſtreets from whence ſhe ſprung. 
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ved vetuere patres quod non potuere vetare. Ovid. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE following ſtretch of a tragedy, tho" interrupt- 
ed with breaks and et cæteras (whichare left to be 
ſupplied by the fancy of the reader) is nevertheleſs a 
untinued ſoliloguy ſpoken by the hero of the piece, 
and may be performed by one adtor with all the flarts, 
graces, and theatrical attitudes in practice at preſent, 
If any young authar ſhould be ambitious of writing - 
om this model he may begin his-preface, or his adver- 
tiſement, which is the more faſhionable term, by obſerv- 
ing that it is a melancholy contemplation to every lever 
« of literature, to behold that univerſal defect of ſci- 
« ence which is the diſgrace of the preſent times. He 
may then proceed to afſert, ©* that every ſpecies of fine 
« writing is at its very loweſt ebb, that the reign 
6c of * X * R N K * * * was what might properly 
te enough be ſtiled the golden age of dramatic poetry); 
« that ſince that happy era genius itſelf has gradu- 
© ally decayed, till at length, if he may be allowed 
© the expreſſion, the effætæ vires of nature, by he 
*« knows not what fatality, ſeem quite exhauſted." 
In his dedication, if to a lord, the proper topics are 
bis lordſbip's public ſpirit, the noble fland which he 
made in the cauſe of liberty, but more particularly his 
heroic diſintereſtedneſs in hiding from the world his own 
| ſpirited 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


 ſdirited performances, that thoſe of inferior authors 
_ might ove a chance for ſucceſs. 


If to a lady, th the uſual compliments of wit, 
beauty, elegance of taſte, and every facial virtue, he 
muſt by no means forget, that like Prometheus he has 
endeavoured to fleal fire from heaven, and that the fine} 
and moſt animated touches in the character of Linda. 
mira are but faint copies of the perfettions of his pa- 
8 


He may take hints for his lo from the follou- 
ing lines. 


Critics, to-night at your dread bar appears 
A virgin author, aw'd by various fears. 
Should ye once hiſs, poor man, he dies away, 
So much he trembles for his firſt eſſay. 
And therefore humbly hopes to gain your vote 
For the beſt play that ever yet was wrote. 
Athens and Rome, the Stagyrite, old Ben, 
Corneille's ſublimity, exact Racine; 
Rowe's flowing lines, and Otway's tender part, 
How Southern wounds, and Shakeſpear tears the heart, 
Rules, nature, ſtrength, truth, greatneſs, taſte and 
art, &c. &c. &c. 
| | FATAL 


FATAL CONSTANCY, 
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Love in ITEaARs. 
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. 
A Room of State. 


The Hero and his Friend meeting. 


[If this manner of opening the play, tho” almoſt univerſally 
pract iſed, ſhould be thought too ſimple, and unaffeting, 
the curtain may riſe ſlowly to ſoft muſic, and diſcover the 
hero in a reclining penſive poſture, who, upon the entrance 


of his friend, and the ceaſing of the ſymphony, may fart 


from his couch, and come forward.) 


Elcome, my friend ; thy abſence long has torn 
My bleeding breaſt—nor haſt thou heard as yet 
My hapleſs ſtory. Twas that fatal morn, 
The frighted ſun ſeem'd conſcious of my grief 
A And hid himſelf in clouds, the tuneful birds 
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Sink in the deep abyſs, diſtracted, loſt 


And doſt thou yield? ye waters gently glide, 


Stars fall from heaven, and ſuns forget to riſe, 


that the gods have not made us as they thould have done. 


; J 2158 J 
Forgot their muſic, &c.—O Lyſymachus, 
Think thou ſhe &'er can liſten to my vows ? 
Thinkf thou the king can e'er refuſe her to me 
O if he ſhould I cannot bear the thought - 
The ſhipwreck'd mariner, the tortur'd wretch 
That on the rack, the traveller that ſees 
In pathleſs deſarts the pale light's. laſt gleam 


But ſoft ye now for Lindamira comes. 
Ah cruel maid, &c. &c. &c. ' 


Winds catch the ſound, O thou tranſcending fair ! 


And Chaos come when Lindamira dies ! 


[ Exeunt embracing. 3 
End of the firſt Acr. 
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. 
The Preſence Chamber, 


The Hero, ſolus. 


TJ OW frail is man!] what fears, what doubts perplex 
His firmeſt reſolutions ! ſure the gods, * &c. 

But hark l yon trumpets ſprightly notes declare 
135 8 8 The 
It is a uſual complaint in tragedy as well as in common life, 
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The king's approach, be ſtill my flutt'ring heart. 
0 royal Sir, if e er thy grov'ling ſlave, &c. 
[ Kneeling, 
Refus'd! O indignation ! [Rifing haſtily. 
Is it day ? 
Do I behold the ſun? thou tyrant, monſler— 
Down, down allegiance to the blackeſt hell. 
| cannot, will not bear it. O my fair, 
And art thou come to witneſs my diſgrace ? 
And is it poſſible that charms like thine | 
Could ſpring from ſuch a fire ?—why doſt thou weep ? 
Say, can a father's harſh commands controul— 
—Unkind and cruel! then thou never loved'ſt. 
Curs'd be the treacherous ſex, curs'd be the hoar, 
Curs'd be the world, and every thing—but her | 
By heaven ſhe faints ; ah lift thoſe lovely eyes, 
Turn on this faithful breaſt their chearing beams. 
—O joy! O extacy ! and wilt thou ſeek 
With me ſome happier land, ſome ſafer ſhore ? 
At night I'll meet thee in the palmy grove, 
When the pale moon-beams, conſcious of the theft— 
—Till then a long adieu! 
The merchant thus, &c. 
[Exeunt ſeverally, languiſping at each other, 
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ACT III. 
The Palmy Grove. : 


The Hero, ſolus. 


Ight, black-brow'd Night, queen of the ebon wand, 
Now o'er the world has ſpread her ſolemn reign. 


The glow-worm twinkles, and from every flower 


The pearly dews return the pale reflex 

Of Cynthia's beams, each drop a little moon! 

Hark! Lindamira comes — no, twas the breath 

Of Zephyr panting on the leafy ſpray. 

Perhaps he lurks in yonder woodbine bower 

To ſteal ſoft kiſſes from her lips, and catch 

Ambroſial odors from her paſſing ſighs. 

O thief! 
She comes ; quick let us haſte away. 

The guards purſue us? heav'ns come ws, my love, 

J Iy, fly this moment. 


[ Here a 98 conference upon love, virtue, thi 
moon, c. till the guards come up. 
5 Dog: 


FE the, +. 
— Dogs, will ye tear her from me f 
ye muſt not, ſhall not O my heart ſtrings crack, 
My head turns round, my ſtarting eye-balls hang 
Upon her parting r can no more. — 


So the firſt man from paradiſe exil'd 
With fond reluctance leaves the blooming wild. 
Around.the birds in pleaſing concert ſing, 
Beneath his feet th' unbidden flow'rets ſpring ; 
On verdant hills the flocks unnumber'd play, 
Through verdant vales meand'ring rivers ſtray. 
Bloſſoms and fruits at once the trees adorn, } 


ind, 


Eternal roſes bloom on every thorn, 
And join Pomona's lap to Amalthæa's horn. 
Exeunt, torn off on different fades. 


End of the third AcT. 
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A Priſon. 
The Hero, in Chains. 


* E deep dark dungeons, and hard priſon walls, 
Hard as my fate, and da kſome as the grave 


To which I haſten, wherefore do ye bathe 
* Vour 
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Your rugged boſoms with unwholſome dews 
That ſeem to weep in mockery of my woe? 
hut ſee! ſome angel brightneſs breaks the gloom, 
Tis Lindamira comes | ſo breaks the morn 
On the reviving world. Thou faithful fair! 
[ Approaching to embrace her 
— ——- Curſe-on my fetters how they bind my limbs, 
Nor will permit me take one chaſte embrace. 
Yet come, O come 
What ſayſt thou? force thee to it 
Thy father force thee to Oroſius' arms! 
He cannot, will not, ſhall not.—O my brain ! 
Darkneſs and devils ! burſt my bonds, ye powers, 
That I may tear him piecemeal from the earth, 
And ſcatter him to all the winds of heaven, 
What means that bell ?—() 'tis the ſound of death. 
Alas, I had forgot I was to die ! 
Let me reflect on death, &c. —— 
But what is death, 
Racks, tortures, burning pincers, floods of fire, 
What are ye all to diſappointed love ? | 
Drag, drag me hence, ye miniſters of Fate, 
From the dire thought— Orofius muſt enjoy her ! 
Death's welcome now—Oroſius muſt enjoy her! 
Hang on her lip, pant on her breaſt!— O gods 
I ſee the luſtful ſatyr graſp her charms, 
I ſee him melting in her amorous arms, 


Fiend 
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( 1635 } 
| Fiends ſeize me, furies laſh me, vultures tear, 
Hell, horror, madneſs, darkneſs and deſpaic ! 
: [ Runs off to execution. 
End of the fourth Acr. 
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The Area before the Palace. 


The Hero, and Soldiers. 


T Thank ye, friends, I thank ye, fellow ſoldiers, 

You gave me liberty, you gave me life. 
Yet what are thoſe? alas, ye cannot give. 
My Lindamira to my longing arms. 
O I have ſearch'd in vain the palace round 
Explor'd each room, and trac'd my ſteps again, 
Like good ZEneas thro' the ſtreets of Troy 
When loſt Creuſa, xc. 

Ha ! by heaven ſhe comes, 
"Tis ſhe, 'tis ſhe, and we ſhall ſtill be bleſt. 
We ſhall, we ſhall. —— But why that heaving breaſt? 
Why floats that hair diſhevell'd to the wind ? 
Why burſt the tears in torrents from her eyes ? 
ds Speak, Lindamira, ſpeak !— | 
M 2 Diſtraction! 


E 164 J 
| 4-54 -- Diſtraction! No. x 
He could not dare it. What, this dreadful night, 
When the dire thunder rattled o'er his head. 
Marry thee ! bed thee ! force thee to be his ! 
Defile that heaven of charms !/—What means thy rage! 
Thou ſhalt not die; O wreſt the dagger from her. 
Thou ſtill art mime, ſtill ſtill to me art pure 
As the ſoft fleecy ſnow on Alpine hills 
Ere the warm breath of Spring pollutes its whiteneſs. 
——O gods, ſhe dies! And doſt thou bear me, Earth! 
Thus, thus, I follow my adventurous ove, . 
And we ſtall reſt together. 

Ha ! the king! 

But let him come ; I am beyond his reach, 
He cannot curſe me more. See, tyrant, ſee, 
And triumph in the miſchiefs thou haſt caus'd. 
— By heaven he weeps ! O, if humanity 
Can touch thy flinty heart, hear my laſt prayer ; 
Be kind and lay me in the ſame cold grave 
Thus with my love ; one winding ſheet ſhall hold 
Our wretched reliques, and one marble tomb 
Tell our ſad ſtory to the weeping world. 
— One kiſs—'tis very dark—good night—heaven—Oh ! 
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The MORAL. 


ET cruel fathers learn from woes like theſe 
To wed their daughters where thoſe daughters pleaſe. 
Nor erring mortals hope true joys to prove, 
When ſuch dire ills attend on virtuous love. 


The End of the Play. 
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Spoken by Lindamira. 


Trange rules, good folks ! theſe poets are ſo nice 
They turn our mere amuſements into vice. 
Lard! muſt we women of our lives be laviſh 
Becauſe thoſe huge ſtrong creatures men will raviſh ? 
Ill wear I thought it hard, and think ſo ſtill, 
To die for — being pleas'd againſt one's will. 


1 mf @ SS pp ? 
* % % M „ » 


But you, ye fair and brave, for virtue's ſake, 
Theſe ſpotleſs ſcenes to your protection take. 
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The HOoNORABLE 


THOMAS VILLIERS, 
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executing the Office of Lord High 
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His moſt obliged, = 


and moſt obedient 


humble Servant, 


W. WHiTEHEAD. 


PR OL O G U E. 


Spoken by Mr. BARRY. 


RIT ONS, to-night in native pomp we come, 
True heroes all, from virtuous ancient Rome; 

In thoſe far diflant times when Romans knew 
The fweets of guarded liberty, like you 
And, ſafe from illi which force or faction brings, 
Saw freedom reign beneath the ſmile of kings. SY 

Yet from ſuch times, and ſuch plain chiefs as theſe, 
Mat can we frame a poliſhed age to pleaſe ? 
Say, can you liſten to the artleſs woes 
Of an old tale, which every ſchool-boy knows ? 
Mere to your hearts alone the ſcenes apply, 
No merit theirs but pure ſimplicity. | 

Our bard has play'd a moſt adventurous part, 
And turn'd upon himſelf the critic's art : 
Stripp*d each luxuriant plume from Fancy's wings, 
And torn up fimilies like vulgar things. 
Nay even each moral, ſentimental, ſtroke, 
Where not the character but poet ſpoke, 
He lopp'd, as foreign to his chaſte deſign, 
Nor ſpar'd an uſeleſs tho a golden line. 


\ 


PROLOGUE. 
Theſe are his arts ; if theſe cannot atone 
Por all thoſe nameleſs errors yet unknown, 
If ſhunning faults which nobler bards commit, 
He wants their force to firike th attentive pit, 
Be juſt and tell him ſo ; he aſks -advice, 
Willing to learn, and would not aſk it twice. 
Your kind applauſe may bid him write— beware ! 
Or kinder cenſure teach him to forbear. | 


ADVER- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Think it neceſſary to acquaint the public, that I 
ſhould never have thought of writing a play on 
the following ſubject, if I had not firſt read the juſt= 


y celebrated Horace of Mr. Corneille, and admired - 


his management of ſome parts of the ſtory. They 
will find me tracing him very cloſely (with ſome few 
alterations) in the latter end of the third act, and in the 
beginning of the fourth. In the other acts I am 
hardly conſcious to myſelf of having borrowed even 
a thought from him ; tho' I might have been proud 
to have tranſlated whole ſcenes, if my plan and cha- 
faders would have admitted of it. 


P. S. I take this opportunity of acknowledging my 
obligations to the authors of ſeveral copies of verſes 
which I received on the firſt publication of the play. 
They were too much in my favour for me to venture 
to print them, 
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Perſons Repreſented. 


ME N. 


TuLLus HosrIL Ius, King of Rome, Mr. Sorodin. 
Honk Arrius, A Roman Senator, Mr. Garrit, 
PuBLivsHoRAT1vUs,His Son, Mr. Barry. 


VAI ERIVUs, A young Patrician, Mr. King. 


HoRATIA, MrsPritchari 


Siſter to V a- 


ALERIA 
* 980 n LERIUS, 


c Mrs. Ward, 


Citizens, Guards, and Attendants. 
The Muſic compoſed by Dr. Boycs. 
The vocal Parts performed 
By Mr. BEAR D, Miſs NoRR1s, Miſs Col E, &c. 
SCENE Kone. 


ROMAN FATHER, 
15 A 


TRAGEDY. 


r 
$ N 
A room in Hor aT1vs's houſe. 
4 Soldier croſſes the Stage, Ho RAT IA following eagerly. 


HoraTla. 
> Tay ſoldier.-As you parted from my father, 
N 2 Something I overheard of near concern, 

hs But all imperfectly. Said you not Alba 
ALY Was on the brink of fate, and Rome determin'd 
This day to cruſh her haughty rival's power, 
Or periſh in th* attempt? 
Sorpikx. 

Twas ſo reſoly'd 
This morning, lady, ere I left the camp. 


"> 
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Our kao are tir'd out with ling'rin g war, 
And half-unmeaning fights. + 

Hor aTta. 

Alas] Thop'd 
1. kind remorſe which touch'd the kindred fates, 
And made their ſwords fall lightly on the breaſts 
Of foes they could not hate, might have produc'd 
A milder reſolution !-——Then this day 
Is fix'd for death or conqueſt —— | 
To me death 
Whoever conquers !—-I detain you Sir; 
Commend me to my brothers, ſay, 1 wiſh—— 
But wherefore ſhould I wiſh ? the Gods will crown 
Their virtues with the Juſt ſucceſs _ merit. 
vet let me aſk you, Sir- 

SOLDIER, | 

My duty, lady, 

Sa me hence; ere this they have engag'd ; 
And conqueſt's ſelf would loſe its charms to Wins, 
Should I not ſhare the danger. 

Abe ſoldier goes out, enter VALERIA. 
VaALERIA. Thoking firſt on the ſuldier and then on Horatia 
My dear HoraTia, wherefore wilt thou court 
The means to be unhappy, ſtill enquiring, 

Still to be more undone ? I heard it too, 

And flew to find thee, ere the fatal news 

Had hurt thy quiet, that thou might'ſt have learnt it 

F rom a friend's tongue, and dreſs d in gentler terms. 
HokaTil 


[He beau. 
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* 
HoraT1a. 

O I am loſt, VaLerra, loſt to Virtue. 
Ev'n while my country's fate, the fate of Rome, 
Hangs on the conqueror's ſword, this breaſt can feel 
A ſofter paſſion,” and divide its cares. 
Alba to me is Rome. Would'ſt thou believe it, 
would have ſent by him thou ſaw'ſ departing 
Kind wiſhes to my brothers, but my tongue 
Denied its office, and this rebel heart 
Ev'n dreaded their ſucceſs. O CurtaTivs, 
Why art thou there, or why an enemy 
| VALERIA. 
Forbear this ſelf-reproach, he is thy huſband, 
And who can blame thy fears ? if Fortune make him 
Awhile thy country's foe, ſhe cannot cancel | 
Vows regiſter'd above. M .at though the prieſt 
Had not confirm'd it at the ſacred altar ; 
Yet were your hearts united, and that union 
Approv'd by each conſenting parent's choice, 
Your brothers lov'd him as a friend, a brother; 
And all the ties of kindred pleaded for him ; 
And ſtill muſt plead, whate'er our heroes teach us 
Of patriot-ſtrenzth : our country may demand 
We ſhould be wretched, and we muft obey ; 
Fut never can require us not to feel 
That we are miſerable; Nature there 


Will give the lie to Virtue. 


N | HoraTla. 


„ 
HFonxriA. 

True; yet ſure 
A Roman virgin ſhould be more than woman. 
Are we not early taught to mock at pain, 
And look on danger with undaunted eyes? 
But what are dangers ; what the ghaſtlieſt form 
Of Death itſelf O were I only bid 
To ruſh into the Tiber's foaming wave 
Swollen with uncommon floods, or from the height 
Of you Tarpeian rock, whoſe giddy ſteep 
Has turn'd me pale with horror at the fight, 
I'd think the taſk were nothing ; but to bear 
Theſe ftrange viciſſitudes of torturing pain, 
To fear, to doubt, and to deſpair as I do! 

VALERIA. 

And why deſpair ? have we ſo idly learned 
The nobleſt leſſons of our infant days, 
Our truſt above? Does there not ſtill remain 
The wretch's laſt retreat, the gods, HoraTia ? 
"Tis from their awful wills our evils ſpring, 
And at their altars may we find relief. 
Say, ſhall we thither ?—Look not thus dejected, 
But anſwer me. A confidence in them, 
Even in this criſis of thy fate, will calm 
Thy troubled ſoul, and fill thy breaſt with hope. 

HokaTla. 
Talk not of hope ; the wretch on yonder plain 
Who hears the victor's threats, and ſees his word 
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[mpending o'er him, feels no ſarer fate, 
Tho' leſs delay'd than mine. What ſhou'd I hope? 
That Alba conquer ?—Curſt be every thought 
Which looks that way; the ſhrieks of captive matrons 


Sound in my ears ! 


VaLERIA. 
Forbear, forbear, HorarT1a ; 

Nor fright me with the thought. Rome cannot fall. 
Think of the glorious battles ſhe has fought ; 
Has ſhe once fail'd, tho' oft expos'd to danger? 
And has not her immortal founder promis'd 
That ſhe ſhould riſe the miſtreſs of the world? 

HoraTia. 
And if Rome conquers, then HoRATIA dies. 

. VALERI1A. 

Why wilt thou form vain images of horror, 
Induſtrious to be wretched ? Is it then 
become impoſſible that Rome ſhould triumph, 
And CurraTivs live? He muſt, he ſhall ; 
Protefting gods ſhall ſpread their ſhields around him, 
And Love ſhall combat in Hor aT1a's cauſe. 

HoxATIA. 
Think'ſt thou ſo meanly of him? — No, Valeria, 
His ſoul's too great to give me ſuch a trial; 
Or could it ever come, I think, myſelf, 
Thus loſt in love, thus abject as I am, 
ſhould deſpiſe the ſlave who dar'd ſurvive 
8 country's ruin. Ye immortal powers! 
N 2 I love 
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I love his fame too well, his ſpotleſs honor, 
At leaſt I hope I do, to wiſh him mine 
On any terms which he muſt bluſh to own. 
What means that ſhout ?—— might we not ak, 
VALERIA ? 
Did'ſ not thou wiſh me to the temple ?—Come, 
I will attend thee thither ; the kind gods 
Perhaps may eaſe this throbbing heart, and ſpread 
At leaſt a temporary calm within. 
VALERIA. 
Alas, HoxATIA, tis not to the temple 
That thou would'ſt fly; the ſhout alone alarms thee. 
But do not thus anticipate thy fate; 
Why ſhould'ſt thou learn each chance of varying war 
Which takes a thouſand turns, and ſhifts the ſcene 
From bad to good, as Fortune ſmiles or frowns ? 
Stay but an hour perhaps, and thou ſhalt know 
The whole at once.— I'll ſend—T'll fly myſelf 
To eaſe thy doubts, and bring thee news of joy. 
. | HoRATIA. 
Again, and nearer too—I muſt attend thee. 
VALERIA. 
Hark ! *tis thy father's voice, he comes to chear thee. 
Enter HoraTius and VALERIVUs. 
HoraTius, [entering.] | 
News from the camp my child ! (Seeing VALE 


Save you, ſweet maid! 
Your 


out 
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Your brother brings the tidings, for alas 
am no warrior now; my uſeleſs age 
Far from the paths of honor loiters here 
In ſluggiſh inactivity at home. 

Yet I remember 


HoraTlaA. 
You'll forgive us, fir, 

If with impatience we expect the tidings. 

HoRkArT Tus. 
I had forgot; the thoughts of what I was 
Engroſs'd my whole attention. —Pray, young ſoldier, ' 
Relate it for me; thou beheld'ſ the ſcene, 
And canſt report it juſtly. - 

VALERIUS. 

Gentle lady, 


The ſcene was piteous, tho' its end be peace. 
HoraT1a. 

peace? O my flutt'ring heart! by what kind means? 
| | VaLtrivs, 

Twere tedious, lady, and unneceſſary 

To paint the diſpoſition of the field ; 

Suffice it we were arm'd, and front to front 

The adverſe legions heard the trumpet's ſound : 

But vain was the alarm, for motionleſs 

And wrapt in thought they ſtood, the kindred ranks 

Had caught each others eyes, nor dar'd to lift 


The fault'ring ſpear againſt the breaſt they lov'd. 


Again th' alarm was given, and now they ſeem'd 
N 3 Preparing 


T za 1 


| Preparing to engage, when once again 


They hung their drooping heads, and: inward mourn'd. 


Then nearer drew, and at the thind alarm 
Caſting their ſwords and uſclefs. ſhields aſide 
Ruſh'd to each others arms. 
HoxramTivs. 

"Twas fo, juſt ſo, 
(Tho? I was then a child, yet F have heard 
My mother weeping oft relate the ſtory) 
Soft pity touch'd the breaſts of mighty chiefs 
Romans and Sabjnes, when the matrons ruſh'd 
Between their meeting armies, and oppos'd 
Their helpleſs infants, and their heaving breaſts 


To their advancing ſwords, and bade them there 
Sheath all their vengeance, —But I interrupt you,— 


Proceed, VALERIUs, they would hear th' event. 
And yet methinks the Albans——pray go on. 
VALBRIVUs. 
Our king HosTiL ius from a riſing mound 
Beheld the tender interview, and join'd 


His friendly tears with theirs; then ſwiſt advanc'd 
Ev'n to the thickeſt preſs, and cried, My friends, 


If thus we love, why are we enemies? 
Shall ſtern Ambition, rivalſhip of power, 
Subdue the ſoft humanity within us? 

Are we not join'd by every tie of kindred, 
And can we find no method to compoſe 


Tt 
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Theſe jars of honor, theſe nice principles 
Of virtue, which infeſt the noble mind? 
HoraTa. 

There ſpoke his country's father ! This tranſcends 
The flight of earth-born kings, whoſe low ambition 
But tends to lay the face of Nature waſte, 
And blaſt creation How was it receiv'd ? 

VALIRIVs. 
As he himſelf could wiſh, with eager tranſport. 
In ſhort, the Roman and the Alban chiefs 
In council have determin'd, that fince glory 
Muſt have her victims, and each rival ſtate 
Aſpiring to dominion ſcorns to yield, 
From either army ſhall be choſe three champions 
To fight the cauſe alone, and whate'er ſtate 
Shall prove ſuperior, there acknowledg'd power 
Shall fix th' imperial feat, and both unite 
Beneath one common head. 

HoraTia. 

Kind heaven, I thank thee ! 
Bleſt be the friendly grief which touch'd their ſouls ! 
Bleſt be HosTtL1us for the generous counſel ! 
Bleſt be the meeting chiefs ! and bleſt the tongue, 
Which brings the gentle tidings | 
VALERIA. 

Now, HokATIA, 

Thy idle fears are o'er. | 


N 4 HoraTig. 
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HoRATIA. 
Vet one remains. 
Who are the champions, are they yet elected? 
Has Rome 
| VALERIA. 
The Roman chiefs now meet in council, 
And aſk the preſence of the ſage Hor aTivs. 
HoraTius. [after having ſeem'd ſome time in thought 

Yet ſtill methinks, I like not this, to truſt 
The Roman cauſe to ſuch a ſlender hazard 
Three combatants !—'tis dangerous — 

HoraTia. [in a fright. 

My father ! 

HoraT1vs. 
I might perhaps prevent it 

HoraTl1a. 
Do not, fir, 


I 


Oppoſe the kind decree. 
VaLERIUs, 
Reſt ſatisfied, 
Sweet lady, tis ſo ſolemnly agreed to, 
Not even HoraTivs's advice can ſhake it. 
HoraTivs, 
And yet 'twere well to end theſe civil broils ; | 
The neighb'ring ſtates might take advantage of them, 
Would I were young again! how glorious 
Were death in ſuch a cauſe !——and, yet, who knows, 
Some of my boys may be ſelected for IRE | 


2 Perhaps 
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Perhaps may conquer grant me that, kind gods, 
And cloſe my eyes in tranſport - Come, VAIERIus, 
Il but diſpatch ſome neceſſary orders, 

And ftrait attend thee. — Daughter, if thou loveſt 
Thy brothers, let thy prayers be pour'd to heaven, 
That one at leaſt may ſhare the glorious taſk ! 


[Exit. 
VALERIUS. 
Rome cannot truſt her cauſe to worthier hands. | 
They bade me greet you, lady. [/o HoRATIA. 


Well, VALERIA, 
This is your home I find ; your lovely friend 
And you, I doubt not, have indulg'd ſtrange fears, 
And run o'er all the horrid ſcenes of war, 

VALERIA. | 
Tho' we are women, brother, we are Romans, 
Not to be ſcared with ſhadows, tho* not proof 
Gainſt all alarms, when real danger threatens. 
HoraT1a. [with ſome heſitation. 

My brothers, gentle fir, you ſaid were well ; 
Saw you their noble friends the CuklATII? 


The truce perhaps permitted it. 


VaLERIUS, 
Yes, lady, 
| left them jocund in your brathers tent, 
Like friends, whom envious ſtorms a-while had parted, 
Joying to meet again, 


Hor ATIA. 
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Hor aT1a. 
Sent they no meſiage ? 
Varxzrivs. Cay 
None, fair-one, but ſuch general ſalutations, An 
As friends would bring unbid. 
Hon ATIA. 
Said Ca ius nothing ? 

VaIERIVsS. OL Th 
| Cavs ? — Th 
| | Honk TTA. Ind 

Ay, Carvs,—did he mention me? Th 

Var rrivs. * IM 

"Twas Gightly, if he did, and ſespes me now o 

O yes, I do remember, when your brother 

Aſk'd him in jeſt, if he had ought to ſend, _ 

A ſigh's ſoft waftage, or the tender token vn 

Of treſſes breeded to fantaſtic forms Pig 
| To ſooth a love-fick maid, (your pardon, lady,) 1 
6 He ſmil'd, and cry d, Glory's the ſoldier's miſtreſs. 1 
| HoxaT1a, 
Sir, you'll excuſe me—ſomething of importance— 
4 My father may have buſineſs— O Vareria [aide to Va. Th 
| Talk to thy brother, know the fatal truth © xEIA. En 
ö J dread to hear, and let me learn to die, Ev 
| If Currtatavs has indeed forgot me. [ Exit. PE 
| VaLEIvs, Wi 
i She ſeems diſorder'd! 


VaLERIA, 
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VALERIA. 


Has ſhe not juſt cauſe? 
Canſt thou adminiſter the baneful potion, 


And wonder at th' effect? 
VaLERIVS. 
Thou talk'ſt in riddles ! 
VALERIA. | 
They're riddles, brother, which thy heart unfolds, 
Tho' thou affect ſurprize. Was CurxiarTius 
Indeed ſo cold? Poor, ſhallow artifice, 
The trick of hopeleſs love! I ſaw it plainly. 
Yet what could'ſt thou propoſe ? An hour's uneaſineſs 
To poor HokraT1a ; for be ſure by that time 
She ſees him, and thy deep-wrought ſchemes are air. 
VALERIUS. 
What could I do? this peace has ruin'd me; 
While war continued, I had gleams of hope, 
Some lucky chance might rid me of my rival, 


And time efface his image in her breaſt, 
But now 


VALERIA, 
Yes, now thou mult reſolve to follow 
Th' advice I gave thee firſt, and root this paſſion 
Entirely from thy heart ; for know ſhe doats, 
Ev'n to diſtraction doats on. CurtaT1us ; 
And every fear ſhe felt, while danger threaten'd, 
Will now endear him more. 


VaLraivs. 


| v8 
Varerivs. | 
| Cruel VALERIA, 
Thou triumph'ſ in my pain! 
VALERIA. 
Buy heaven I do not, 


I only would extirpate every thought 
Which gives thee pain, nor leave one fooliſh wiſh 


For hope to dally with. When friends are mad, 
"Tis moſt unkind to humour their diſtraction; 
Harſh means are neceſſary. - 
VALERIUS. 
| | Yet we firſt 
Should try the gentler. 
VaLERIA. 
Did I not? ye powers! 
Did I not ſooth thy griefs, indulge thy fondneſs, 
While the laſt proſpe& of ſucceſs remain'd ? 
Did I not preſs thee ſtill to urge thy ſuit, 
Intreat thee daily to declare thy paſſion, 
Seek out unnumber'd opportunities, 
And lay the follies of my ſex before thee ? 
| VaLERIus. 
Alas, thou know'ſt, VALERIA, woman's heart 
Was never won by tales of bleeding love: 
'Tis by degrees the ſly enchanter works 
Aſſuming Friendſhip's name, and fits the ſoul 
For ſoft impreſſions, ere the fault'ring tongue, 
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And guilty-bluſhing cheek, with many a glance 
Shot inadyertent, tells the ſecret flame. 
VALERIA, 
True, theſe are arts for thoſe who love at leiſure ; 
Thou hadft no time for tedious ſtratagem 3 
A dang'rous rival preſt, and has ſucceeded. 
VALERIUS. 
I own my error—yet once more aſſiſt me 
Nay, turn not from me; by my ſoul I mean not 
To interrupt their loves—yet ſhould ſome accident, 
Tis not impoſſible, divide their hearts, 
T might perhaps have hope: therefore 'till marriage 
Cuts off all commerce, and confirms me wretched, 
Be it thy taſk, my ſiſter, with fond ſtories, 
Such as our ties of blood may countenance, 
To paint thy brother's worth, his power in arms, 
His favor with the king, but moſt of all 
That certain tenderneſs of foul which ſteals 
All womens hearts, then mention many a fair, 
No matter whom, that ſighs to call thee ſiſter. 
VALERIA. 
Well, well, away yet tell me, ere thou goeſt, 
How did this lover talk of his HoRATIA ? 
VaLERIUS. 
Why wilt thou mention the ungrateful ſubject? 


Think what thou'ſt heard me breathe a thouſand times 


When my whole ſoul diſſolv'd in tenderneſs; 
"Twas rapture all; what lovers only feel. 
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Or can expreſs when felt. He had been here, 
But ſudden orders from their camp detain'd him. 
Farewel, HoraTivs warts me—but remember, 
My life, nay more than life, depends on thee. [ Ex. 

| VALERIA. | 
Poor youth! he knows not how I feel his anguiſh, 
Yet dare not ſeem to pity what I feel. 
How ſhall I a& betwixt this friend and brother? 
Should ſhe ſuſpect his paſſion, ſhe may doubt 
My friendſhip too ; and yet to tell it her 
Were to betray his cauſe. No, let my heart 
With the ſame blameleſs caution ſtill proceed, 
To each inclining moſt as moſt diſtreſt, 


Be juſt to both, and leave to heaven the reſt! [ Exit. 


End of the firftl Act. 
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Scene continues. 


Emer HoRATIA and VALERIA. 


Honk ATIA. 
LAS, how eaſily do we admit 
The thing we wiſh were true! yet ſure, VaLtziaA, 
This ſeeming negligence of Cur1aTivs 
Betrays a ſecret coldneſs at the heart. 
May not long abſence, or the charms of war 
Have damp'd, at leaſt, if not effac'd his paſſion ? 
I know not what to think. 
| VALERIA. 
Think, my HoraTia, 
That you're a lover, and have learn'd the art 
To raiſe vain ſcruples, and torment yourſelf 
With every diſtant hint of fancied ill. 
Your Cur1aT1vs ſtill remains the ſame. 


My life, my youth's return'd, I tread in air. 
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My brother idly trifled with your paſſion, 
Or might perhaps unkeedingly relate 
What you too nearly feel. But ſee, your father. 
| Honk ATIA. 
He ſeems tranſported; ſure ſome happy news 
Has brought him back thus early: O my heart! 
, long, yet dread to aſk him; ſpeak, VALERIA. 
Enter Hor AT Ius. 
VALERIA. 
You're ſoon return'd, my lord. 
HokRaT1vs. 
Return'd, Varia ! 
I cannot ſpeak; my joy's too great for utterance. 
—O I cou'd weep !—my ſons, my ſons are choſen 
Their country's combatants, not one, but all. 
HoRATIA. 
My brothers ſaid you, fir ? 
HokraT1vs. 
All three, my child, 
All three are champions in the cauſe of Rome. 
O happy ſtate of fathers ! thus to feel 
New warmth revive, and ſpringing life renew'd 
Even on the margin of the grave! 
VALERIA. 
The time 


Of combat, is it fix'd ? 
Ho- 


Je- 
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_ HoxaTivs, 
This day, this hour 
Perhaps decides our doom. 
VALERIA, 
And is it known 
With whom they muſt engage ? 
HokaTtivs. 
Not yet, VaLEeR14; 
But with impatience we expect each moment 
The reſolutions of the Alban ſenate. 
And ſoon may they arrive, that ere we quit 
Yon hoſtile field, the chiefs who dared oppoſe 
Rome's rifing glories, may with ſhame confeſs 
The gods protect the empire they have rais'd. 
Where are thy ſmiles, HoxaTia ? whence proceeds 
This ſullen filence, when my thronging joys 
Want words to ſpeak them ? Prithee, talk of empire, 
Talk of thoſe darlings of my ſoul thy brothers. 
Call them whate'er wild Fancy can ſuggeſt, 
Their country's pride, the boaſt of future times, 
The dear defence, the guardian gods of Rome ! 
By heaven thou ſtand'ſt unmov'd, nor feels thy breaſt 
The charms of glory, the exſtatic warmth 
Which beams new life, and lifts us nearer heaven ! 
HoRATIA. 85 
My gracious father, with ſurprize and tranſport 
I heard the tidings, as becomes your daughter. 
And like your daughter, were our ſex allow 'd 
O ; The 
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The noble privilege which man uſurps, 
Could die with pleaſure in my country's cauſe. 
But yet permit a ſiſter's weakneſs, fir, 
To feel the pangs of nature, and to dread 
The fate of thoſe ſhe loves, however glorious. 
And ſure they cannot all ſurvive a conflict 
So deſperate as this. 
HoraTivs. 
Survive ! by heaven 
I could not hope that they ſhould all ſurvive. 
No, let them fall ; if from their glorious deaths 
Rome's freedom ſpring, I ſhall be nobly paid 
For every ſharpeſt pang the parent feels. 
Had I a thouſand ſons, in ſuch a cauſe 
I could behold them bleeding at my feet, 
And thank the gods with tears ! F 
Enter PuBLius HoraTivs. 
PuBL1us. 
My father ! 
HoraTivs. 
Hence ! 
Kneel not to me—ſtand off; and let me view 
At diſtance, and with reverential awe, 
The champion of my country ! O, my boy, 
That I ſhould live to this—my ſoul's too full; 
Let this and this ſpeak for me.— Bleſs thee, bleſs thee! 
| [ Embracing him. 
But 
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but wherefore art thou abſent from the camp? 
Where are thy brothers? has the Alban ſtate 
Netermin'd ? is the time of combat fix'd ? 
PoBLivus. 
Think not, my lord, that filial reverence, 
However due, had drawn me from the field; 
Where nobler duty calls : a patriot's ſoul 
Can feel no humbler ties, nor knows the voice 
Of kindred, when his country claims his aid. 
I was the king's command I ſhould attend you, 
[Ie had I ſtaid 'till wreaths immortal grac'd 
My brows, and made thee proud indeed to ſee 
leneath thy roof, and bending for thy bleſſing, 
Not thine, Hor aTivs, but the ſon of Rome! 
HoraTivus. 
0 virtuous pride !—tis bliſs too exquiſite 
for human ſenſe ! thus, let me anſwer thee. 
[Embracing him again. 
here are my other boys? 
PuBLIVS. 
They only wait 
Till Alba's loit'ring chiefs declare her champions, 
Our future victims, fir, and with the news — SE 
Will greet their father's ear. 
Hor aT1vs. 
It ſhall not need, 
Myſelf will to the field. Come, let us haſte ; 


My old blood boils, and my tumultuous ſpirits 
O 2 Pant 
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Pant for the onſet. O for one ſhort hour 
Of vigorous youth, that I might ſhare the toil 
Now with my boys, and be the next my laſt ! 

HoRAT1A, 
My brother ! 

PuBLrvus. 

My HoraT1a ! ere the dews 
Of evening fall thou ſhalt with tranſport own me 
Shalt hold thy country's ſaviour in thy arms, 
Or bathe his honeſt bier with tears of joy. 
Thy lover greets thee, and complains of abſence 


With many a ſigh, and many a longing look 


Sent tow'rd the towers of Rome. 

HoxATIA. 

Methinks, a lover 
Might take th' advantage of the truce, and bear 
His kind complaints himſelf, not truſt his vows 
To other tongues, or be oblig'd to tell 
The paſſing winds his paſſion. 
Puslius. 
Deareſt ſiſter, 


HFle with impatience waits the lucky moment 


Which may with honor bear him to your arms. 
Didſt thou but hear how tenderly he talks, 
How blames the dull delay of Alban councils, 


And chides the ling'ring minutes as they paſs, 


"Till Fate determines, and the tedious chiefs 
Permit his abſence, thou would'ſt pity him. 


| „ 
But ſoon, my ſiſter, ſoon ſhall every bar 
Which thwarts thy happineſs be far away. 
We are no longer enemies to Alba, 
This day unites us, and to-morrow's ſun 
May hear thy vows, and make my friend my brother. 
HorT1vus. | Having talked apart with V ALERIA. 
Tis truely Roman. —— Here's a maid, HoraT1a, 
Laments her brother loſt the glorious proof 
Of dying for his country. Come, my ſon, 
Her ſoftneſs will infe& thee, prithee, leave her. 
HoRATIla. [ Looking firſt on her father, and 
then tenderly on her brother. 
Not *till my ſoul has pour'd its wiſhes for him, 
Hear me, dread god of war, protect and fave him! 
| [ Kneeling, 
for thee, and thy immortal Rome he fights ! 
Daſh the proud ſpear from every hoſtile hand 
Which dares oppoſe him ; may each Alban chief 
fly from his preſence, or his vengeance feel ! 
And when in triumph he returns to Rome, F[Riſrg. 
Hail him, ye maids, with grateful ſongs of praiſe, 
And ſcatter all the blooming ſpring before him. 
Curs'd be the envious brow which ſmiles not then, 
Curs'd be the wretch who wears one mark of ſorrow, 
Or flies not thus with open arms to greet him. 
Enter TuLLus HosTiL1Us, VAaLERIUsS, and guards, 
VALER1US, 
The 9 my lord, approaches. 
O 3 Hot 


T 3 
Horarivs. 
Gracious fir, 
Whence comes this condeſcenſion ? 
TuLLus HosTiL1vs, 
Good old man; 
Could I have found a nobler meſſenger, 
I would have ſpared myſelf th' ungrateful taſk 
Of this day's embaſſy, for much I fear 
My news will want a welcome. 
| Honk aT1vs, 
Mighty king ! 
Forgive an old man's warmth——They have not ſure 
Made choice of other combatants. My ſons, 
Muſt they not fight for Rome ? 
Turrus Hosril ius. 
Too ſure they muſt. 
Honk Arius. 
Then I am bleſt! 
Tvrrvs Hosrillus. 
But that they muſt engage 


Will _ thee moſt, when thou ſhalt know with whom. 


HoraTivs. 
I care not whom, 
TuLLus HosTitivs, 


Suppoſe your neareſt friends 
The Curiatii were the Alban choice, 


Could'ſt thou bear that? Could'ſt thou, young man, ſupport 


A conflict there ? 


Pus- 


G1 


TI 
Fo 


It 


It 


[ 199 J 
Punrius. 
I could perform my duty, 
Great fir, tho' even a brother ſhould oppoſe me. 
TurLLus HosT1L1vs. 
Thou art a Roman! Letthy king embrace thee. 
7 Hor aT1vs. 
And let thy father catch thee from his arms. 4 
Turrus Hosrilius. [To PunLl1vs. 
Know then that trial muſt be thine. The Albans 
With envy ſaw one family produce 
Three chiefs, to whom their country dared entruſt 
The Roman cauſe, and ſcorn'd to be outdone. 


| HorATIA. 
Then I am loſt indeed ; was it for this, 
For this, I pray d! | [ Savors, 
| PuBLivs. 
My ſiſter! 
VALERIA. 
My HoRATTIA! 
Ho ArIius. 


O fooliſh girl, to ſhame thy father thus 
Here, bear her in. —I am concern'd, my ſovereign, 
That even the meaneſt part of me ſhould blaſt 
With impious grief a cauſe of ſo much glory. 
But let the virtue of my boy excuſe it. 
TuLLus Hosrilius. 
It does moſt amply. She has cauſe for ſorrow. 
The ſhock was ſudden, and might well alarm 
O 4 A 
+ HORATIA 3s carried in, VALERIUS and VALERIA follow. 
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A firmer boſom. The weak ſex demand 
Our pity, not our anger ; their ſoft breaſts 
Are nearer touch'd, and more expos'd to ſorrows 
Than man's experter ſenſe. Nor let us blame 
That tenderneſs which ſmooths our rougher natures, 
And ſoftens all the joys of ſocial life. 
Weleave her to her tears, For thee, young ſoldier, 
Thou muſt prepare for combat. Some few hours 
Are all which are allow'd thee. But I charge thee 
Try well thy heart, and ſtrengthen every thought 
Of patriot in thee, Think how dreadful tis 
To plant a dagger in the breaſt thou lovelt ; 
To ſpurn the ties of nature, and forget 
In one ſhort hour whole years of virtuous man. 
Think well on that. 1 
* PupLivs, 

I do, my gracious ſovereign ; 
And think the more I dare ſubdue affection 
The more my glory. 

Turrus HosTiLivs. 

| True; but yet conſider, 
Is it an n eaſy taſk to change affections ? 
In the dread onſet can your meeting eyes 
Forget their uſual intercourſe, and wear 
At once the frown of war, and ftern defiance ? 
Will not each look recall the fond remembrance - 
Of childhood paſt, when the whole open ſoul 
Breath'd cordial love, and plighted many a vow 


Of 


1 20 


Of tend'reſt import? Think on that, young ſoldier, 
And tell me if thy breaſt be ſtill unmoy'd ? | 
PuBL1vs. 
Think not, O king, howe'er reſolv'd on combat, 
I fit ſo looſely to the bonds of nature, 
As not to feel their force. I feel it ſtrongly, 
] love the Curiatii, and would ſerve them 
Atlife's expence : but here a nobler cauſe 
Demands my ſword : for all connections elle, 
All private duties are ſubordinate 
To what we owe the public. Partial ties 
Of ſon, and father, huſband, friend, or brother, 
Owe their enjoyments to the public ſafety, 
And without that were vain. —Nor need we, fir, - 
Caſt off humanity, and to be heroes 
Ceaſe to be men. As in our earlieſt days, 
While yet we learn'd the exerciſe of war, 
We ſtrove together, not as enemies, 
Vet conſcious each of his peculiar worth, 
And ſcorning each to yield; ſo will we now 
Engage with ardent not with hoſtile minds, 
Not fired with rage, but emulous of fame. 
Turrus HosTiL1vs. 
Now I dare truſt thee; go, and teach thy brothers 
To think like thee, and conqueſt is your own. 
This is true courage, not the brutal force 
Of vulgar heroes, but the firm reſolve 
Of virtue, and of reaſon, He who thinks 
Without 
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Without their aid to ſhine in deeds of arms, 
Builds on a ſandy bafis his renown ; 


A dream, a vapour, or an ague fit T] 
May make a coward of him.— Come, HorxaTrvs, N. 
Thy other ſons ſhall meet thee at the camp, i 
For now I do bethink me tis not fit T! 


They ſhould behold their ſiſter thus alarm'd. 


Haſte, ſoldier, and detain them. [To one of the guarts S} 


HoraTivs. 
Gracious fir, | 
We'll follow on the inſtant. y 
TuLLvus Hosrirtus. | A 
Then farewel. | M 
When next we meet, 'tis Rome and Liberty! L 
[Exit with guard, A 
HoraTips. 8 0 


come, let me arm thee for the glorious toil. 
J have a ſword whoſe light'ning oft has blaz d 
Dreadfully fatal on my country's foes; 


Whoſe temper'd edge has cleft their haughty creſts, x 

And ſtain'd with life-blood many a reeking plain. 

This ſhalt thou bear; myſelf will gird it on, 

And lead thee forth to death or victory. [ Going, y 

And yet, my PuBL1us, ſhall I own a weakneſs ; I 
| Tho" I deteſt the cauſe from whence they ſpring, - 

I feel thy ſiſter's ſorrows like a father, | c 


She was my ſoul's delight. 


Pus- 
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PuzLius. 

And may remain ſo. 
This ſudden ſhock has but alarm'd her virtue, 
Not quite ſubdued its force. At leaſt, my father, 
Time's lenient hand will teach her to endure 
The ills of chance, and reaſon conquer love. 

HoraT1vus, 
Should we not ſee her ? 


PuBL1vs. i 

By no means, my lord ; 
You heard the king's command about my brothers, 
And we have hearts as tender ſure- as they. | 
Might I adviſe, you ſhould confine her cloſely, 10 
Leſt ſne infect the matrons with her grief, 5 | 1 
191 
; 


And bring a ſtain we ſhould not wiſh to fix 
On the Horatian name. 
HoraTius. 
It ſhall be ſo. 
We'll think no more of her. *Tis glory calls, 
And humbler paſſions beat alarms in vain. [Extt. 
As HoxaTivs goes off, HoRATIA enters at another door. 
| HoRATIA. 
Where is my brother ? =O my deareſt PusLivs, 
If e'er thou lov'dſt Hor aTla, ever felt 
That tenderneſs which thou haſt ſeem'd to feel, 
O hear her now! 


PuBL1vs. 


What would ſt thou, my HoxATIA! 
i Ho. 
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HoraTlia. 
I know not what I would —I'm on the rack, 
Deſpair and madneſs tear my lab'ring ſoul. 
And yet, my brother, ſure thou might'ſt relieve me. 

PuBL1us. 
How, by what means ? By heaven, I'd die to do it. 

HorATI1a. 
Thou might'| decline the combat. 

PuBLivs. 

Ha! 
HoraTla. 
% I do not 
Expect it from thee. Prithee look more kindly. 
And yet, is the requeſt ſo very hard? 
I only aſk thee not to plunge thy ſword 
Into the breaſt thou lov'ſt, not kill thy friend, 
Is that ſo hard ?—I might have ſaid thy brother. 
| PuBL1us, 

What can'ſt thou mean? Beware, beware, HoraTia, 
Thou know'ſt I dearly love thee, nay thou know'ſt 
I love the man with whom I muſt engage. 
Yet haſt thou faintly read thy brother's ſoul, 
If thou can'ſt think entreaties have the power, 
Tho' urg'd with all the tenderneſs of tears, 
To ſhake his ſettled purpoſe : they may make 
My taſk more hard, and my ſoul bleed within me, 
But cannot tou ch my virtue, 
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HoraTIA. 
| "Tis not virtue 
Which contradicts our nature, tis the rage 
Of over-weening pride. Has Rome no champions 
She could oppoſe but thee ? Are there not thouſands 
As warm for glory, and as tried in arms, 


Who might without a crime aſpire to conqueſt, 
Or die with honeſt fame? 
PuBLIus. 
Away, away ; 
Talk to thy lover thus. But *tis not Carvs 
Thou would'ſt have infamous. 
HoRATIA. 
O kill me not 
With ſuch unkind reproaches. Yes, I own 
I love him, more— 
PuBL1vs. 


Than a chaſte Roman maid 
Should dare confeſs. - 


HoraTIa. 
Should dare ! What means my brother ? 
I had my father's ſanction on my love, 
And duty taught me firſt to feel its power. 
— Should dare confeſs is that the dreadful crime? 
Alas but ſpare him, ſpare thy friend, Hox aT1vs, 
And I will caſt him from my breaſt for ever. 
Will that oblige thee ?—only let him die 
By other hands, and I will learn to hate him. 
| Pus- 


[ 206 ] 
PusBr1vs. 
Why wilt thou talk thus madly ? Love him till : 
And if we fall the victims of our country 
(Which heaven avert I) wed, and enjoy him freely. 
HoxATIA. 
O never, never. What, my country's bane ! 
The murderer of my brothers! may the gods 
Firſt tear me, blaſt me, ſcatter me on winds, 
And pour out each unheard-of vengeance on me ! 
| PuBLivs. 
Do not torment thyſelf thus idly—Go, 
Compoſe thyſelf, and be again my ſiſter. 
Re-enter HoraTius [with the fword.) 
HoraTivs. 
This ſword in Veii's field What doſt thou here? 
Leave him I charge thee, girl Come come, my PusL1vs; 
Let's haſte where duty calls. 
HoraTI1A. 
What, to the field? 
He muſt not, ſhall not go; here will I hang 
O if thou haſt not quite caſt off affection, 
If thou deteſt not thy diſtracted ſiſter — 
| Hor arTivs. 
Shame on thy race, why doſt thou hang upon him ? 
Would'ſ thou entail eternal infamy 
On him, on me, on all ? 
HoraTar. 
Indeed I would not. 


I know 
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Iknow I aſk impoſſibilities z 
Yet pity me, my father ! 
PuBLtvus:; 
| | Pity thee ? 
Begone, fond wretch, nor urge my temper thus. 
By heaven I love thee as a brother ought. 
Then hear my laſt reſolve : If Fate, averſe 
To Rome, and us, determine my deſtruction, 
I charge thee wed thy lover; he will then 
Deſerve thee nobly. Or if kinder gods 
Propitious hear the prayers of ſuppliant Rome, 
And he ſhould fall by me, I then expect 
No weak upbraidings for a lover's death, 
But ſuch returns as ſhall become thy birth, 
A ſiſter's thanks for having ſav'd her country. [Exit. 
HoraTla. | 
Yet ſtay Vet hear me, PuBLius—but one word 
Hon Ar ius. | | 
Let go thy hold, raſh girl, thou'lt tempt thy father 
To do an outrage might perhaps diſtra&t him.— 
HoRaTla. [Sinking on the ground. 
Alas, forgive me, ſir—I'm very wretched, 
Indeed I am—Yet I will ſtrive o ſtop 
This ſwelling grief, and bear it like your daughter, 
Do but forgive me, fir. 
Hog Arius. [Rifing ber. 
I do, I do 
Goin, my child, the gods may find a way 
| To 
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To make thee happy yet. But on thy duty, 
Whate'er reports may reach, or fears alarm thee, 
I charge thee come not to the field. 
HonAriA. 
| I will not, 
If you command it, ſir. But will you then, 
As far as cruel Honor may permit, 
Remember that your poor Hox aT1a's life 
Hangs on this dreadful conteſt ? 
HorAaTivs. . 
Lead her in. 


[Exit HoraTii. 


Hor&Tivus, [Looking after her. 
Spite of my boaſted ſtrength, her griefs unman me. 
But let her from my thoughts. The patriot's breaſt 
No hopes, no fears, but for his country knows, 


And in her danger loſes private woes. : Exit. 


End of the ſecond Act, 


ACT 


SCENE © 
Scene continues. 


VALERIUS and V ALERIA meeting, 


VAIERIUs. 
ow, my VaLER1a, where's the charming ſhe 
Who calls me to her ? with a lover's haſte 
Ifly to execute the dear command. 
VaLERIA. 
Tis not the lover, but the friend ſhe wants, 
If thou dar'ſt own that name. 
VALERIUs. 
The friend, my aller! 
There's more than friendſhip in a lover's breaſt, 
More warm, more tender is the flame he ——_— 
VALERIA. 
Alas, theſe capa ſuit not her diſtreſs, 
She ſeeks th' indulgent friend, whoſe ſober ſenſe 
Free from the miſts of paſſion might direct 


Her jarring thoughts, and plead her doubtful cauſe, a 
P : * 
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VALERIUS. 
Am I that friend ? O did ſhe turn her thought 
On me for that kind office ? | 
VaLznta, 2 
Ves, VarExius. 
She choſe thee out to be her advocate 
To CuriaTivs ; 'tis the only hope 
She now dares Cheriſh ; her relentlefs brother 
With ſcorn rejeQs her tears, her father flies her, 
And only thou remain'ſt to ſooth her cares, 
And ſave her ere ſhe ſinks. 
VaLErIvs. | 
Her advocate 
To Cx Arrius! 5 
| VaIIAIA. 
Tis to him ſhe ſends thee; 
To urge her ſuit, and win him from the field. 
But come; her ſorrows will more ſtrongly plead 
Than all my grief can utter. 
Vatzrivs, 
To my rival ! 
To CvuaiaTivs plead b her cauſe, and teach 
My tongue a leſſon which my heart abhors ! 
Impoſſible ! VaLzria, prithee ſay 
Thou ſaw'ſt me not; the buſineſs of the camp 
Confin'd me there; farewel, 
VALERIA. 


What means my brother? 


Thou e 
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Thou can'ſt not leave her now ; for ſhame turn back; 
Is this the virtue of a Roman youth ? 
0 by theſe tear!!! 

VaLlErivs. 

They flow in vain, VaIERIA: 

Nay, and thou knoweft they do. O earth and heaven! 
This combat was the means my happier ſtars 
Found out, to fave me on the brink of ruin; 


And can I plead againft it, turn ſpon 
On my own life? | 


Roos 07 - 
Yet thou can't murder her 
Thou doſt pretend to love ; away, deceiver ; 
Ill ſeek ſome worthier meſſenger to plead 
ln beauty's cauſe ; but firſt inform HoRATIA, 
How much VALERIus is the friend ſhe thought him. 
[ Going. 
RN ALERIUS, 
0 heav'ns! 2 ſiſter; tis an arduous taſk. 
VALERIA. 


know the taſk is hard, and thought I knew 
Thy virtue too. 


VALERIUS, | 
I muſt, I will obey thee. _ 
Lead on. Vet, prithee, for a moment leave me, 
Till I can recolle& my ſcatter'd thoughts, 
And dare to be unhappy. _ 
5 2 Va- 


1 
VALERIA. 
My VALERITIUS! 


I fly to tell her thou but wait'ſt her pleaſure, —_[Exi 


VALEIUuvs. 
Yes, I will undertake this hateful Office; 
It never can ſucceed. —Yet at this inſtant 
It may be dangerous, while the people melt 
With fond compaſſion.— No, it cannot be; 
His reſolution's fix d, and virtuous pride 
Forbids an alteration. To attempt it 
Makes her my friend, and may afford hereafter 
A thouſand tender hours to move my ſuit. 


That hope determines all. [Exi 


—_— 


SCENE, Another Apartment, 


HoRATIA and VALERIA. HoRATIA with a Sca 
in her Hand, 


HoraTIaA, 

Where is thy brother ? Wherefore ſtays he thus? 
Did you conjure him, did he ſay he'd come? 
I have no brothers now, and fly to him 
As my laſt refuge. Did he ſeem averſe 
To thy intreaties ? Are all brothers ſo ! 

Alas, thou told'ſt me he ſpake kindly to thee ; 
*Tis me, tis me he ſhuns ; I am the wretcch 
Whom Virtue dares not make acquaintance with. 
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Yet fly to him again, intreat him hither, 
Tell him for thy ſake to have pity on me, 
noa art no enemy to Rome, thou haſt 
vo Alban huſband to claim half thy tears, 
And make humanity a crime. 
VPATERIA. 
; Dtear maid, 
Reſtrain thy ſorrows, I've already told thee 
My brother will with tranſport execute 
Whatever thou command". 
HokATtA. 
O wherefore then 
b he away ? each moment now is precious, 
f loſt, tis loſt for ever, and if gain'd, 
Long ſcenes of laſting peace, and ſmiling years 
Of happineſs unhop'd for wait upon it. 
VALERIA. 
Iwill again go ſeek him; pray be calm; 
Fucceſs is thine if it depends on him. | Exit. 
Hon ArIA. 
ducceſs! alas, perhaps ev'n now too late 
[labour to preſerve him; the dread arm 
Of vengeance is already firetch'd againſt him, 
And he muſt fall. Yet let me ſtrive to ſave him. 
Yes, thou dear pledge, defign'd for happier 3 
[To the ſcarf. 


vit 


The gift of nuptial love, thou ſhalt at leaſt 


Eſſay thy power. 
Ty 3 


1 
Oft as I fram'd the web, 
He fate beſide me, and would ſay in ſport, 
This preſent, which thy love defigns for me, 
Shall be the future bond of peace betwixt us. 
By this we'll ſwear a laſting love, by this, 
Thro' the ſweet round of all our days to come, 
Aſk what thou wilt, and CuriaTivs grants it. 
O I ſhall try thee nearly now, dear youth ; 
Glory and J are rivals for thy heart, 
And one muſt conquer. | 
Enter VaLERIUS and VALERIA, 
VaALERIUs. 
Save you, gracious lady ; 
On the firſt meſſage which my ſiſter ſent me 
I had been here, but was oblig'd by office, 
Ere to their champions each reſign'd her charge, 
To ratify the league 'twixt Rome and Alba. 
_ HorarTia. 
Are _ engag'd then ? 
VaLErvs, 


No, not yet engag'd ; 
Soft pity for a while ſuſpends the onſet ; 


The fight of near relations, arm'd in fight 

Againſt each other, touch'd the gazers hearts; 

And ſenators on each ſide have propos'd 

To change the combatants. 
8 HoxArTIA. 


My bleſſings on aw | 


Think 'ſt thou they will ſucceed ? 
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VALERIUS. 


The chiefs themſelves 


Are reſolute to fight. 
A 
Inſatiate Virtue ! 
I muſt not to the field ; I am confin'd 
A priſoner here; or ſure theſe tears would move 
Their flinty breaſts, —Is CuxlArrus too 
Reſolv'd on death ?—O fir, forgive a maid, 
Who dares in ſpite of modeſty confeſs 
Too ſoft a paſſion. ' Wilt thou pardon me, 
If I intreat thee to the field again 
An humble ſuitor from the verieſt wretch, 
That ever knew diſtreſs. 
VaLERIVS. 
i Dear lady, ſpeak; 
What would'ſt thou I ſhould do ? 
HoxATIA. 
O bear this to him. 
Var Ius. 


To whom? 
HoxATIA. 


To Cui Ar ius bear He fort; 
And tell him if he ever truly lov'd 
If all the vows he breath'd were not falſe lures 
To catch th* unwary mind. and ſure they were not! 
O tell him now he may with: honor ceaſe 


To urge his cruel right; the ſenators 
| 724 8 
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Of Rome and Alba will approve ſuch mildneſs. Bi 
Tell him his wife, if he will own that name, I. 
Intreats him from the field; his loſt Hox aT1a 

Begs on her trembling knees he would not tempt It 
A certain fate, and murder her he loves. If 
Tell him if he conſents, ſhe fondly ſwears Sh 
By every god the varying world adores, Ur 
By this dear pledge of vow'd affection ſwears, — 


To know no brothers and no fire but him; 
With him, if Honor's harſh commands require it, 


She'll wander forth, and ſeek ſome diftant home, Bu 
Nor ever think of Rome or Alba more. Le 
VALERIA. | | Bu 


Well, well, he will; do not torment thyſelf. 
HoraTia. [Catching hold of the ſcarf, which 
He looked upon attentively while Valeria ſpoke. 
Look here, VaILERIA, where my needle's art 
Has drawn a Sabine virgin drown'd in tears 
For her loſt country, and forſaken friends ; 
While by her fide the youthful raviſher 
Looks ardent love, and charms her griefs away, 
I am that maid diftreſs'd, divided fo 
Twixt love and duty, —But why rave I thus! 
Haſte, haſte, to CuxiArius; and yet ſtay, 
Sure I had ſomething more to 0 to him; 
I know not what x was, 
ee 12 103 254 £ 
Could I, ſweet lad) 7 
But 


% 
But paint thy grief with half the force I feel it, 
I need but tell it him, and he muſt yield. 
Hoa TIA. 
It may be ſo. Stay, ſtay, beſure thou tell him, 
If he rejects my ſuit, no power on earth 
Shall force me to his arms; I will deviſe 
Unheard- of tortures for his ſtubborn ſoul— 
—P'll die and be r ! 
- VALERIA«:: 
Away, my brother ; ; | 
But oh for pity; do thy office juſtly; [ Aſide to VALERIUS. 
Let not thy paſſion blind thy reaſon now, 
But urge her cauſe with ardor. 


dE 5 
; r tt N my ſoul 
1 will, Make 3 "hen diſtreſs alarms me; 
And I have now no-intereſt but hers. [Exie. 
VALERIA- = 


Come, deareſt maid, indulge not thus thy forrows : : 
Hope ſmiles again, and the fad proſpect clears. 
Who knows th' effect thy meſſage may produces; 
The milder ſenators ere this perhaps 4 
Have mov d thy lover's mind ; and if = doubts, SP 
He's thine, _ | W 
„ . 

He's gone.—1 had a thouſand things ; ; | 
And yet I'm glad he's gone. Think'ſt thou, VaLes: * 
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Thuy brother will delay ? they may engage 
Before he reaches them. 
VaALERIA. 

The field's ſo near, 
That a few minutes bring him to the place: 
And 'tis not probable the ſenators 
So ſoon ſhould yield a cauſe of ſo much juſtice. 

HoRkATIA. 
Alas, they ſhould have thought an that before, 
"Tis now too late. The lion when he's rous d 
Muſt have his prey, whoſe den we might have paſt 
In ſafety while he ſlept. To draw the ſword, 
And fire the youthful warrior's breaſt to arms 
With awful viſions of immortal fame, 
And then to bid him ſheath it, and forget 
He ever hop'd for conqueſt and renown 
Vain, vain attempt 

VALERIA. 

Yet when that juſt attempt 
Is ſeconded by love, and beauty's tears 
Lend their ſoft aid to melt the hero down; 
What 92855 we not expect! F 

HoraTra. | 

My dear VaIERIA, 

Fain wou 4 I bore J had the power to move him. 

VALERIA. 


Thou haft, — muſt; ſucceſs is thine 3 
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HonxATIA. 

And yet ſhould I ſucceed, the hard- gain'd ſtrife 
May chance to rob me of my future peace. 
He may not always with the eyes of love 
Look on that fondneſs which has ſtab'd his fame. 
He may regret too late the ſacrifice 
He made to love, and a fond woman's weakneſs ; 
And think the milder joys of ſocial life 
But ill repay him for the mighty loſs 
Of patriot-reputation ! 

VaLERIA. 
Pray forbear, 

And ſearch not thus into eventful time 
For ills to come. This fatal temper, friend, 
Alive to feel, and curious to explore 
Each diſtant object of refin'd diſtreſs, 
Shuts out all means of happineſs, nor leaves it 
In Fortune's power to ſave thee from deſtruction. 
Like ſome diſtemper'd wretch, thy wayward mind 
Rejects all nouriſhment, or turns to gall 
The very balm which ſhould relieve its anguiſh. 

He will admire thy love, which could perſuade him 
To give up glory for the milder triumph 
Of heart; felt eaſe and ſoft humanity. 

HoraTia. 

J fain would hope ſo. Vet we hear not of him. 
Thy brother, much I fear, has ſued in vain. 
Could we not ſend to urge his flow expreſs ? 
This 


tan }F 
This dread uncertainty ! I long to know 
My life or death at once. 
VALERIA.  - 
The wings of love 
Cannot fly faſter than my brother's zeal 
Will bear him for thy ſervice. l 
HokATIA. 
J believe it, 
Vet doubt it too. My ſickly mind unites 
Strange contradictions. | 
VALERIA. 
Shall I to the walls ? 
I may from thence with eaſe ſurvey the field, 
And can diſpatch a meſſenger each moment 
To tell thee all goes well. | 
HoraTls. 
My beſt VAI ERIA, 
Fly then. I know thy heart is there already. 
Thou art a Roman maid, and tho' thy friendſhip 
Detains thee here with one who ſcarce deſerves 
That ſacred name, art anxious for thy country. 
But yet for charity think kindly of me 
For thou ſhalt find by the event, "Vatera, 
L am a Roman too, however wretched. 
| [Exit VALSRIA: 
Am I a Roman then ! Ve powers, I dare not 
Reſolve the fatal queſtion J propoſe. 
If dying would ſuffice, I were a Roman; 
! | | Ert 
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But to ſtand up againſt this ſtorm of paſſions 
Tranſcends a woman's weakneſs, Hark, what noiſe !— 
"Tis news from CURIATIVS 3 ; Love, I thank thee ! 
Enter a Servant. 
Well, does he yield? diſtract me not with filence ; 
Say in one word. 
SERVANT. 
Your father —— 
HoRAT IA. 
What of him? 
Would he not let him yield? O cruel father ! 
SERVANT. 
Madam, he's here 
| HokATIA. 
Wo! 
SERVANT. 
Borne by his attendants. 
HozaTla. 


What mean'ſt thou ? | 
HoxaT1vs is led in by his ſervants. 
__ HogarTuws, 
Lead me yet a little onward; 
I ſhall recover ſtraight. | 
HoraTla. 
My gracious fire ! 
HograTi1vs. - a 
Lend me thy arm, HoraTla. —S0—my child, 
Be not ſurpriz'd; an old man muſt expect 
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Theſe little ſhocks of nature, they are hints 
To warn us of our end. 
HoraTla. | 
Hlow are you, fir ? 
HoraTiwus. : 
Better, much better. My frail body could not 
Support the ſwelling tumult of my ſoul. 


Hox ATA. 
No accident I hope alarm'd you, fir, 
My brothers £ 

HoraTivs. 


Here, go to the field again, 

You CavTvs and Vinvicivs ; and obſerve 
Each circumſtance ; I ſhall be glad to hear 
The manner of the fight, 

Horaria. 

Are they engag'd ? 

HoraTivs. 
They are, Hon AriA; but firſt let me thank thee [During ibis 
For ſtaying from the field; I would have ſeen e 2 
The fight myſelf, but this unlucky illneſs a paper to 
Has forc'd me to retire. Where is thy friend? += <p 
What paper's that? Why doſt thou tremble ſo? 
Here let me open it.— From Cur1aTivs! 

HoxATIA. 
O keep me not in this inner, my father; 
« Relieve me from the rack. 
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Hor ATIuvs. 
| He tells thee here, 
He dare not do an action which would make him 
Unworthy of thy love, and therefore— 
HoraTia. 1 
ä Dies! 
Well, I am ſatisfied. 
Hor aTivus. 
I ſee by this 
Thou haſt endeavour'd to perſuade thy lover 
To quit the combat, Could'ſt thou think, HoraTia, 
He'd ſacrifice his country to a woman? 
HoraTia, | 
I know not what I thought ; he proves too plainly 
Whate'er it was, I was deceiv'd in him 
Whom I applied to. 
_ HorarTivs. 
Do not think ſo, daughter; 
Could he with honor have declin'd the fight, 
I ſhould myſelf have join'd in thy requeſt, 
And forc'd him from the field. But think, my child, 
Had he conſented, and had Alba's cauſe, 
Supported by another arm, been baffled, 
What then could'ſ thou expect? Would he not curſe 
His fooliſh love, and hate thee for thy fondneſs ? 
Nay think, perhaps, twas artifice in thee 
To aggrandize thy race, and lift their fame 
15 Triumphant 
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Triumphant o'er his ruin and his country's. 
Think well on that, and reaſon muſt convince thee, 


HoraTia. [ildly. 


Alas, had reaſon ever yet the power 

Totalk down grief, or bid the tortur'd wretch 

Not feel his anguiſh ? "Tis impoſſible. 

Could reaſon govern, I ſhould now rejoice 

They were engag'd, and count the tedious moments 
Till conqueſt ſmil'd, and Rome again was free. 
Could reaſon govern, I ſhould beg of heaven 

To guide my brother's ſword, and plunge it deep 
Ev'n in the boſom of the man I love. 

I ſhould forget he ever won my ſoul ; 


Forget 'twas your command which bade me love him ; 


Nay fly perhaps to yon deteſted field, 

And ſpurn with ſcorn his mangled careaſe from me. 
Hoax Artus. 

Why wilt thou talk thus? Prithee be more calm: 

I can forgive thy tears, they flow from nature, 

And could have gladly wiſh'd the Alban ftate 

Had found us other enemies to vanquiſh. 

But heaven has will'd it, and heaven's will be done! 

The glorjous expectation of ſucceſs 

Buoys up my ſoul, nor lets a thought intrude 

To daſh my promis'd joys What ſteady valour 

Beam'd from their eyes! Juſt ſo, if Fancy's power 

May form conjecture from his after-age, 


Rome's founder mult have look'd, when warm in youth 
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And fluſh'd with future conqueſt forth he march d 
Againſt proud Acron, with whoſe bleeding ſpoils 
He grac'd the altar of Feretrian-Jove. 
—Methinks I feel recover'd ; I might venture 
Forth to the field again. What ho ! VoLscmivgy' 
Attend me to the camp. é 


Hox Aria. 

My deareſt father, 
Let me intreat your ſtay the tumult there EL 
Will diſcompoſe you, and a quick r 
May prove moſt dangerous. I'l reſtrain my tears, 
If they offend you. | 

HokraT1vs. | 

Well, III be advis'd. 
'Twere now too late, ere this they muſt have conquer rd. 
And here's the happy meſſenger of glory ! 
en Enter VALERIA. 


VALERIA. _ 
All's loſt, all's ran do freedom is no more! 
| - Hoparavs. 
What doſt thou a, * at 
eat} eee . 
That Rome's ſubdued - Alba. 
3 n | 
It cannot be; where are my ſons? all Laufe 
VALERIA. 
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Have . fatal debt they owed their country. 
- _  HogaTivg. , _ 
PunL1vs alive? thou muſt miſtake, Vauzgia; | 6 
He knows his duty better.. 3 
He muſt be dead, or Rome ph) LIC png 
. 
Thouſands as well as I beheld the combat ; 
After his brothers' deaths he flood alone, 
And acted wonders againſt three aſſailants ; 
Till forc'd at laſt to ſave himſelf by flight. 
HoraTiys. 
By flight ? and did the ſoldierslet him paſs ! 
© Iamill again !—the coward villain ? 
[Throwing himſelf into bis chair. 
HoRATIA. 


| Hozarivs, 
Weep not for them, girl; 


They've died a death which kings themſelves might envy, 

And whilſt they liv'd they ſaw their country free. 

O had I periſh'd with them ! But for him 

Whoſe impious flight diſhonors all his race, 

Tears a fond father's heart, and tamely barters 

For poor precarious life his country's glory, 

Weep, weep for him, and let me join my tears! 
VALERIA. | 

What could he do, my lord, when three oppor'd him ? 

Ho- 


Alas, my brothers ! * 
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HoxraTivs. 
He might have died !—O villain, villain, villain ! 
—And he ſhall die ; this arm ſhall ſacrifice 
The life he dared preſerve with infamy. 

[ Endeavouring to riſe, 

What means this weakneſs? 'tis untimely now, 
When I ſhould puniſh an ungrateful boy. 
Was this his boaſted virtue which could charm 
His cheated ſovereign, and brought tears of joy 
To my old eyes ?—ſo young a hypocrite!. 
O ſhame, ſhame, ſhame! 


VALERIA. 
Have patience, ſir, all Rome 
Beheld his valour, and approv'd his flight 
Againſt fach oppoſition. | 
Honk Alus. 
Tell not me, 
What's Rome to me? Rome may excuſe her traitor; 
But I'm the guardian of my houſe's honor, 
And I will puniſh. Pray ye lead me forth, | 
I would have air. But grant me ſtrength, kind gods, 
To do this act of juſtice, and I'll own, 
Whate'er gainſt Rome your awful wills decree, 
Ye ſtill are juſt, and merciful to me [Exennt, 


End of the third AcT, 
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A Room in Hoxativs's Houſe. 


Enter Hon Artus, VALERIA following. 


 HoraTius, , 
WAY, Rik: TIE feel my ſtrength renew d, 

And I will hunt the villain thro' the world; 
No deſarts ſhall conceal, nor darkneſs hide him. 
He is well {kill'd in flight, but he ſhall find 
Tis not ſo eaſy to elude the vengeance 
Of a wrong d father's arm, as to eſcape 
His adverſary's ſword. 

| Va ALERIA.. 
Reſtrain your rage 


But for a moment, fir ; when you ſhall hear 


The whole unravell'd, you will find he's innocent. 
_ Horarivs, 
It cannot be. 
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VALERIA. 
| And ſee my brother . 
He may * relate 
HoxArrus. 
I will not hear him; ; 
will not liſten to my ſhame again. 
Enter VALER1vs. 
VaALERI1Us. 
I come with kind condolance from the king 
To ſooth a father's grief, and to expreſs 
HoxaTivs. 
I've heard it all; I pray you ſpare my bluſhes. 
I want not conſolation, tis enough 
They periſh'd their country, Butthe third— 
VaLERivs. 
True, he indeed may well ſupply their loſs, 
And calls for all your fondneſs. 
HoraTivs. 


All my vengeance ; 


And he ſhall have it, fir. 
VaLERIVs. 
What means my lord? 
Are you alone diſpleas'd with what he has done ? 
& Hor Arrius. 
"Tis I alone, I find, muſt puniſh it. 
VALERIUS., 


Puniſh, my lord ? what fault has he committed ? | 
on | Q 3 Ho- 
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HoxArlus. 
Why witt you double my confuſion thus ? 
Is flight no fault ? | 
Ka: 
| In ſuch a cauſe as his 
Twas glorious, 10 05 
Hon ars. 
Glorious ! O rare ſophiſtry, 
To find a way through infamy to glory! 
| VALERIUS. 
I ſcarce can truſt my ſenſes! ——Infamy ! 
What, was it infamous to ſave his country ? 
Is art a crime? Is it the name of flight 
We can't forgive, tho” its ador'd effect 
Reſtor'd us all to freedom, fame, and empire ? 
HoxaTrvs. | 
What fame? what freedom? who has ſaved his country! 
VaIERTIUs. | 
Your ſon, my lord, has done it, 
| HoxraTivs: 
How, when, One 
VPALIXIVus. 
Is t poſlible ? did t thou not ſay thou knew ſtꝰ 
Hor Ars. 
J care not what I knew; O tell me all, 
Ts Rome ſtill free? has Alba? has my ſon? 
Tell me. 
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VAILERIUuS. 
Your ſon, my lord; has ſlain her champhons 
HokraT1vs. 
What, PusLIvs? 
VPVAxxIUus. 
He. 
Hor ArTus. 


| O let me claſp thee to me 

Were there not three remaining? ; 
VAaLERIUS. 

But wounded all. F | 

HorxaTivs/ 

Thy ſiſter here had told us 

That Rome was vanquiſh'd, that my ſon was fle 
VaLER1US. 

And he did fly, but 'twas:that flight preſery'd us 

All Rome as well as ſhe has been deceiv'd. 

| Hook Artus. 

Let me again embrace thee.----Come, relate it. 

Did I not ſay, VaLeRr1a, that my boy 

Muſt needs be dead, or Rome victorious? 

I long to hear the manner.— Well, Varxzivs: 
VaLEgRIVUS.: 

Your other ſons, my lord, had paid the debt 

They owed to Rome, and he alone remain'd 

Gainſt three opponents, whoſe united ſtrength, 

Tho' wounded each, and robb'd of balf their force, 

. Was 
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Was ſtill too great for his. Awhile he ſtood 
Their fierce aſſaults, and then pretended flight 
Only to tire his wounded adverſaries. - 
Hortus. 

Pretended flight, and this fucceeded, ha 
O glorious boy! | 

VALERIVUsS. 

| "Twas better ſtill, my lord; 
For all purſued, but not with equal ſpeed. 
Each eager for the conqueſt preſs'd to reach him, , 
Nor did the firſt till twas too late perceive 
His fainter brothers panting far behind. 
HokraTivs. 
He took them ſingly then? an eaſy RY 
Twas boy's play only. | 
 VaLlreRiVvs. 
Never did I ſee. 

Such univerſal joy, as nl 45 the laſt 
Sunk on the ground beneath HoraTivs ſword ; 
Who ſeem'd awhile to parley as a friend, 


And would have given him life, but Calus = it. 


VALE RIA. 
Cavs! O poor Hoxatia! . 
HoraTivs. 
Peace, I charge thee, 
Go, dreſs thy face in ſmiles, and bid thy friend 
Wake to new tranſports ; let ambition fire her; 
What is a lover loſt? There's not a youth 


In 
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In Rome but will adore her; kings will ſeek  ' 
For her alliance now, and mightieſt chief; 
Be honor'd by her ſmiles. Will they not, youth ? 
[Exit VALERIA. 
VAIERTUs. 
Moſt ſure, my lord, this day has added worth —- * 
To her, whoſe merit was before unequall'd. 
HoraT1vs. | 
How could I doubt his virtue Mighty gods, 
This is true glory, to preſerve his country, 
And bid by one brave act th' Horatian name 
In Fame's eternal volumes be enroll'd. 
Methinks already I behold his triumph. 
Rome gazes on him like a ſecond founder, 
The wond' ring eye of childhood views with awe 
The new divinity, and trembling age 
Crouds eager on to bleſs him ere it dies! 
Ere long, perhaps, they will raiſe altars to him, 
And even with hymns and ſacrifice adore 
The virtue I ſuſpected Gracious heavy'n ! - 
Where is he ? let me fly, and at his feet 
Forget the father, and implore a pardon 
For ſuch injuſtice. 2 
VALERIVus. | 
| You may, ſoon, my lord, 
In his embraces loſe the fond remembrance 
Of your miſtaken rage. The king ere this 
Has from the field diſpatch'd him ; he but ſtay'd 


Till 
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"Tall he could fend him home with ſome {light honors 
Of ſcatter'd wreaths, and grateful ſongs of praiſe. 
For 'till to-morrow he poſtpones the pomp 
Of ſolemn thanks and ſacrifice to heaven 
For liberty reſtor d. But hark I that ſhout, 
Which ſounds from far, and ſeems the mingled voice 
Of thouſands, ſpeaks him onward on his way. 
| _ Horxarivs. 
How my heart dances !—— Yet I bluſh to meet him. 
But I will on.—Come, come Hor aria, leave [Calling at 
Thy ſorrow far behind, and let us fly | the dbor. 
With open arms to greet our common glory. 
, [Exit Honk Arrius. 
Enter HoRATIA * VALERIA, to VALERIVs. 


HoxATIA. 
Yes, I will go; this father's hard command 
Shall be obey'd, and I wilt meet the conqueror ; 
But not in ſmiles. 
= VALERIUS. 
O go not, gentle lady ; 
Might I adviſe — | 
VaLERIA. 
Thy griefs are yet too freſh, 
And may offend him; do not, my HoxATIA. 
VL ERIus. 
Indeed twere better to avoid his preſence, 
It will revive your ſorrows, and recall 


Ho- 


But 


The 


HoRATIA. 
Sir, when I ſaw you laſt I was a woman, 
The fool of nature, a fond prey to grief, 
Made up of ſighs and tears. But now, my ſoul 
Diſdains the very thought of what I was; 
"Tis grown too ſerious to be mov d with toys. 
Obſerve me well; am I not nobly chang'd? 
Flow my ſad eyes, or heaves my breaſt one groan ? 
No, for I doubt no longer. Tis not grief, 
'Tis reſolution now, and fix'd deſpair. 
. VALERIA, 
My dear HoxATIA, thou ſtrik'ſt terrors thro' me; 
What dreadful purpoſe. haſt thou form'd ? O ſpeak ! 
VALER1US. 
Talk gently to her. Hear me yet, ſweet lady; 
You muſt not go; whatever you reſolve 
There is a fight will pierce you to the ſoul. _ 
_ HorarT1a. 


What ſight ? 


1 LERIUS. | 
Alas, I ſhould be glad to hide it ; 
But it is — | 


_ .. HoraT1a. 
What ? | 

| VAaLERIUS. 
Your brother wears in triumph 
The very ſcarf I bore to CunxiArius. | | | 


Ho- 
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HokAT TA. [Wildl. 
Ye gods, I thank ye! 'tis with joy I hear it. 
If I ſhould falter now, that ſight would rouze 
My drooping rage, and ſwell the tempeſt louder. 
hut ſoft ; they may prevent me; my wild paſſion 
Betrays my Frey TY diſſemble with them. 
1 81 fits down. 


ValkRIUs. 
She ſoftens now. 
VALERIA. 
How doſt thou, my Hon Ari ? 
| HFonArIiA. 


Alas, my friend, tis madneſs which I utter 
Since thou perſuad'ſt me then, I will not go. 
But leave me to myſelf; I would ſit here, 
Alone in ſilent ſadneſs pour my tears, | 
And meditate on my unheard-of woes. 

VaLERIUs fo VALERIA. 

"T were well to humour this. But may ſhe not 
If left alone do outrage on herſelf ? 

| VaLERIA, 

I have prevented that; ſhe has not near her 
One inſtrument of death. 

VaAIERIus. 
Retire we then. 
But 3 not far, for now I feel my ſoul 


Still more perplex'd with love, Who knows, VaIE RIA, 
But, 
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But, when this ſtorm of grief has blown its fill, 
She may grow calm, and liſten to my vows. 
[Exeunt ValtrIus and VALERIA. 
After a ſhort filence HoraTIA riſes, and comes forward, 
HokATIA. 
Yes, they are gone; and now be firm, my ſoul ! 
This way I can elude their ſearch, The heart, 
Which doats like mine, muſt break to be at eaſe. 
Juſt now I thought, had CurraTivs lived, 
] could have driven him from my breaſt for ever. 
But death has cancell'd all my wrongs at once. 
— They were not wrongs ; 'twas virtue which undid us, 
And virtue ſhall unite us in the grave. 
I heard them ſay, as they departed hence, 
That they had robb'd me of all means of death. 
Vain thought; they knew not half HoraTia's purpoſe. 
Be reſolute, my brother, let no weak 
Unmanly fondneſs mingle with thy virtue, 
And I will touch thee nearly. O come on, 
Tis thou alone can'ſt give Hor aT1a peace. [Exl:. 


SCENE 


EB 
SCENE I. 
A fireet in Rome. 


C HO RUS of youths and virgins ſinging and ſcat- 
tering ' branches of oak, flowers, &c. Then enters 
HoRATIUs leaning on the arm of PUBLIUs Ho- 
RATIUS. e 

CHORUS. 

Thus, for freedom nobly won, 

Rome her haſty tribute pours ; 
And on one victorious ſon 
Half exhauſts her blooming ftores, 
1 A YourTun. 
Scatter here the laurel crown, 
Emblem of immortal praiſe! 
Wond'rous youth! to thy renown 
Future times ſhall altars raiſe. 
; A VIII. 

Scatter here the myrtle wreath, 
Tho' the bloodleſs victor's due; 
Grateful thouſands ſav'd from death 
Shall devote that wreath to you. 

- A Yovurn, 
Scatter here the oaken bough ; 
E v'n for one averted fate W 
We that civic meed beſtow 
He ſav'd all, who ſav'd the ſtate. 
CH O- 
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CHORUS. 
Thus for freedom, &c. 
| HoxArrus. 
Thou do'ſt forgive me then, my deareſt boy, 
I cannot tell thee half my extacy. | 
The day which gave thee firſt to my glad hopes 
Was miſery to this I'm mad with tranſport! 
Why are ye ſilent there ? again renew 
Your ſongs of praiſe, and in a louder ſtrain 
Pour forth your joy, and tell the liſt ning ſpheres 
That Rome is freed by ay Hor aTivs' hand. 
PuBLivs. 
No more, my friends.——You muſt permit me, fir, 
To contradi& you here. Not but my ſoul, 
Like yours, is open to the charms of praiſe: 
There is no joy beyond it, when the mind 
Of him who hears it can with honeſt pride 
Confeſs it juſt, and liſten to its muſic. 
But now the toils I have ſuſtain'd require 
Their interval of reſt, and every ſenſe 
Is deaf to pleaſure.——Let me leave you, friends; 
We're near our home, and would be private now : 
To-morrow we'll expe& your kind attendance 
To ſhare our joys, and waft our thanks to heaven. 
[ 4s they are going off HoRATIA ruſbes in. 
HoraTla. 


Where is this mighty chief? 


Ho- 


/ 
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Hox Artus. 
My daughter's voice! 
I bade her come ; ſhe has 8 her 1 ""M 
And is again my child. 5 8 
fs Honarik. | 
| Is this the hera 
Who tramples Nature's ties, and nobly ſoars 
Above the diQtates of 8 * 
Let me obſerve him well. EY 
"Peking, 0 
What means my ſiſter? 
HlosariA. | 
Thy ſiſter ! I diſclaim the i impious title; 
Baſe and inhuman ! Give me back my huſband, 
My life, my ſoul, ay, murdered Cuxlarius *. 
PusLrlus. 
He rig for his country. $3 $49 
5 | 
* Gracious gods, + 
Was't not enough that thou had ſt murdered him, 
But thou muſt triumph in thy guilt, and wear 1 
His bleeding ſpoils ?!——O let me tear them from thee, 
Drink the dear drops which iſſued from his wounds, 
More dear to me than the whole tide which ſwells 5 
With impious pride: a hoſtile brother's heart. 
; Horarivs, 
Am I a or is it all illuſion ! 1 
Was it for this thou cam t? n 
„ OO RT 2 ai Pen- 
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PuBLtvs. 
HoraT1a, hear me. 
Yet I am calm, and can forgive thy folly ; 
Would I could call it by no harſher name. 
But do not tempt me farther. Go, my ſiſter, 
Go hide thee from the world, nor let a Roman 
Know with what inſolence thou dar'ſt avow 4 
Thy infamy, or what is more my ſhame 
How tamely I forgave it.—G6, HoRATIA. 
Hor aTrA:. 
I will not go — What, have I touch'd thee then? 
And can'ſt thou feel? O think not thou ſhalt loſe 
Thy ſhare of anguiſh. I'll purſue thee ſtill, 
Urge thee all day with thy unnatural crimes, 
Tear, harrow upthy breaſt : and then at night 
Tu be the fury which ſhall haunt thy dreams; 
Wake thee with ſhrieks, aud place before thy fight 
Thy mangled friends in all their pomp of horror, 
8 Pyosrrus. 1 
Away with ker; tis womaniſh complaining. 
Think'ſt thou ſuch tri fles can alarm the man 
Whoſe nobleſt paſſion is his country's love? 
Wet it be thine, and learn to bear affliction. 
Honk AT IA. | 
Curſe on a eme s love, the trick ye teach us 
To make us flaves beneath the maſk of virtue; 
Torob us of each ſoft endearing ſenſe, 
And violate the firſt great law within us; = ; 
WM = I ſcorn 
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I ſcorn the 1 impious paſſionn: 
291" 12:12 DugLI1US. 
SIG, „Have a care; 
Thou't touch d a ſtring which may awake my vengkance 
Rogen dis, W ons ann 
Then it call doi. 7 i —ant goiben} ad: aa 
eat 23) DOR Ms Rss es ai z5 
0, if thou dar'ſt prophane 
That ſacred tie which winds abont my heat. 
By heaven I ſwear, by the great gods who rule 
The fate of empires, tis not this fond weakneſs 
Which hangs upon me, and retards my juſtice; 
Nor even URLS, which ſhall protect thee from me. 
Mm [Clapping his hand on his Fword. 
> YR 2 140! Hortus om biove 43) 7+ 
Drag her away=—thou'le 8 
Indeed ſhe's _ Ahaus J PU muse Dub 37 25 ! 


eee 97 er i TH) 2 2% 

Stand off, I am-not mad | 

Nay, 8 eye ai munderer, - | 

Barbarian,” Roman bnd Mü 23 
Makes that men of bu all; my curſeb on it, 

I do deteſt itꝭ Impious Pole: .] 


"Riſe," riſe ye fates (O that my voice could fire 
' Your tardy wrati»{)- confound its: ſelfiſh greatneſs, - 
Raſe its proud Walls, and lay its towers in aſhes ! 


, 5 Pm deb 10 nf 
| -2 Fl bear no more - [Drawing his ſword. bo 
| Ho- eb 
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Hog ATrlus. d 


Diſtraction "Ho "40A her off 


© 9383 B 91 he LStruggling. 
Could but prove the Helen to deſtro 5. #1 
This urs d unſocial ſtate; I'd die with tranſport: 
Gaze on the ſpreading fires till the laſt pile 
Sunk fi in * blaze — then mingle with its ruins. 
Ma ee 1 169 UG; Peas. 
Thou r eee 019 Hoidw 9:7 Harne a 
2101 onw amen | 16997 3 — rf 
ela ite bot aut Aſſiſt me friends _ 
ee off, —O Pusrius -O my an | Sg: 
W 3 bey force her F. 
a . PunLIUs., [ After a pauſe, 
Lat has avoid me then —M y whole foul's mov'd, 
Yes, ye dread powers, whoſe everlaſting fires 
Blaze on our altars, and whoſe ſacred ſhields 
From heaven deſcending-guard imperial Rome, 
I feel, I feel your wrongs—for you I fought, 
For you I bear the ſword Lend on my friends. Lt. 
3 Hos tus. [ Looking at bim as as he goes aut. 
How en, 6 how 1 ys virtue! - 
wy Sia Wer [Going after bins: 
Dover Vikas us Wee eee 9 * 
VVL Iarus . [Stopping HoraTivs. 
Saw you your daughter; in d N 
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HonaTivs., _ 
: 8 .13 7 Alas, Vargas, 
I yet ftand wewbling on che brink of fate, veM 
And ſearce can think the dreadful moment paſt, fm ; 
She has been here, and with ſuch impious outrage 


1e 
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Aſſail'd her brother, that our utmoſt force . 
Scarce ſav'd her from his ſword. 
Vaxxarus. 1 
He could not ſure 


Attempt her life! 790 
a ORATIUS. . 
F 
| Vara. . IM 
And conld you bear RE: 
That . mp e e ee i . 
2375 ? ere, 101194907 om $8 * Wy 


' Vayunvs, aſk me not 
What I 3 KP I feel the torment ſill, 
And dread to think what miſchicfs had en fue 
Had I like him been warm'd and deaf to terer 


1 1 . 22 
. 1 Ef 1 2 


2 Varun: 285 Job 
Bat he l fed 2 de aba edt ond wd row ba 
21 38 * S ert. PLE gfe. fits! 1Hans”; 
Yes, from the ſword es 10? b g ©4 
But mad as the Cumæan maid ſhe raves, ' OY of 0.3 


And pours inceſſant curſes on her count. 
Miſguided girl! 

But I can bear my fate; the hand of heaven 

194 5 Chaſtiſes 


7 - % t 
x . 


43 1 


Chaſtiſes thus my Fe of joy, 

I were too happy elſe ve. art perhaps 

May give her eafs, hy fn 22 er will atten r 

I muſt not ſee her 1 now ; Pb will tink” Ss 

That I neglect him; every pang I feel 

Affronts his virtue, and each idle doubt 

Is treaſon to the ſtate his arm l. 

O my divided he heart by ne, [ Exit. 

ALERIVUS. ; 

PuBLivs will think! 

Then tis in Rome, it ſeems, become a crime 

Ev'n for the ſofter ſex to let their anguiſh 

Tranſport their ſouls beyond the bounds of reaſon, 

Our heroes would new-mold humanity ; _ | 

And tie down madneſs to the pedant rules 

Of dull diſcretion.— Dar d attempt her life ! 

Let me not think on that. 1 will avoid him, 

Till I am calm again. Ge ſome of you : 

This way, ſome that, and ſearch wy f ſiſter out, 

Say, if I meet her not, I ſhall return 

And wait her here.— This violence of grief 

Cannot laſt long, and ſuch a heart as hers, 

So form'd for paſſion, fo acceſible , | 

To tender pains, .may learn once more to prove 

The pleaſing tranſports of reviving love. 


End U the er r , 
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Bet now I ſaw her father, ang his care L 
| þ 5 | 
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my 0 9 Fes v. „ 3 18 1 5 q 4 — 11 DRG 4 


>. Re x * * my DEAR 10 


; beg ,DASMIIOGD ut 19H 


OY Greet 07 1»ocazord 139 12H 


? 
TY 2171 a 


aa me and a ſervant. 


- 


n ny 22 4 order, © 
Egard not me. Did you not ſay, my brother 
Was here! Where j is he ?—Yet 1 know not n 
I wiſh him here, but that my burſting heart b 5 FRA 
** vent its griefs, and find a refuge f for them, | 5 
Spavant, 25 | | 
Madam, my. -lord approaches, A | 22 
Enter Varzzius. u ngo. 


18 92 4 7 4 £7, £ k of 1 
JT of 01 | 1 13 79 Off | 17 . 
Va LERIA, n ee gan ba 


: 1 9 Vatrarus, ut "1293016 12H 
N . 1084715 U b 20 t 1 * 

Hox Aria, poor Hos arise tit for every D Aon ND Ft 

Her unrelenting bid 22 bn b. Ales ds 

Varkkir Feen 220k 
Deareſt ſiſter, 


Compoſe thy fears: She nas cap T his rage. 


min 03 mo inf 


\ rf -» 


S * A JEF man 


Has 
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Has ſav'd her from the blow, and begs thy aid 
To ſooth her tortur'd mind. 


C 

What [a) 1701 my 7 brother . V 
How ſav'd? alas, too ſure ſhe dies this moment. 
She had no father there; theſe eyes beheld 


The fatal ſtroke, and theſe ſad arms receiv'd her. 


Nor had I left her;now but to obex 
Her own command, and 71 intreaties force 
Her cruel brother to her. 
Vaan [With amazement. 

Lani When was this ? 

TERRY was, it ae e „ 
 Vatznra, 
When T left thee 


To Nek pas FOYER, way our hapleſs charge, * LA 
Led by the noiſe from Arreet 1 to ſtreet Iran, 
And came at laſt where through the gather d croujel 
I ſaw but could not reach her. Wild ſhe ſeem'd, 
Struggling with all that would oppoſe, her paſſage, - 
And trying every method to provoke. ; 
Her brother's fury : with dire blaſphemies, 

Which ſhock'd my trembling ſoul, her * s 4 
Each awful name, and not a god eſcap d ; AY WR 3 
Her imprecating rage. N 


„ — 


Valzgtus. 5 
3281 210 Wel, vel, eno 


But come to him. have . 
4 21 F k st 1951 "HS; 1 „n auT 
24 } . R 4 V- 
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VALERIA..; 
Zilent awhile he ſtood, : 
As the dead calm before the OY lle, iid mods by 


,. 
£573 14S; 


Nor anſwer d to > her rage : - the n, fons d at 5 —8 


As if ſome inſpiration tonch d bis ſoul, . eig £0 edicts 
His boſom heav Vd, he rais d his eyes to beay d þ 
Then burſt i in tears, and whilſt he wept he drove 8 


The poiniard to her heart art, and ure glied, 


Fu * ant * enemies of Re e - $4309 Its dem: it, 
ee e. 97 au D310 21 


Thou ſcem | to plead his, cauſe. 
3 „Han 
"Alas, my hn, 
J ſpeak bot what I ow. I i 3s woot alda tan 
. 15 


I QC A 231 D 3a; 


'* 4 - 


tt T's Where vas ber ſalber z. 0 eil Ao 
i Varlgaia, 1184 


5 aT. bisl 9788-5 
I know not, but ſome chance, they {aid, detain'd him; 
He ſcarce had left the croud, and thought her ſafe, 


VaLzaws, y 


57 Tit 4 If; 


Scarce left the croud, and thought her ſafe 0 . I 


"Twas I, twas I detain d him; in that mament on 35 
The hornd deed was done.— Where are they now ? 


Agi 
T hope with her. She fear d ſome fatal a. 


And therefore beg'd me 51 | Intreat them to her, 


abt 4 50. II gib [ied 20 | $510 


And haſ i thou Teen them ? Are they FriendgF/(4) 1gnoil | 
- | Wo 


Ao 
* 2 
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Wan, 


4 


n 
1 found them high in wrath* "the poo old r man, , . as Ms 
Torn with contending: palbong Ar d oft 2M ee - 
Deſtruction on his ſon, Who Witk diſdain —_—— 
Laid bare his breaſt, and bade him Arike the blow. 
The patriot then took Face, and he would vi | 
He never had a daughter. My approach 1 ren 
Alarm'd them both; but PUBLius ſoon nr 
His wonted firmneſs, bade her father . 
And mingle tears with hers, he would not ſee her, 
Nor dared pollute his conqueſts with her preſence. 
Haſt thou no heart, the father cried, and look d 
Unutterable ſorrow ; at which ſight . ; 
He yielded, and obey d. J ek them then 
To ſeek thee out. — brother, thou regard' ſt not 
What I Rave ſaid — Thou heart m me not. 5 
e Vaikx ws. . 
8 e eee, 5 
Revenge is buſy here. Ves, thou proud chief, 
In ſpite of all the gloties which ſurround t thee, | 
ane „„ | 2 ETON 
Sd: pid WH -.on0h 238 29 D 510 
N 
Thou wilt not kill him 55 
_ | 20 Writs 
Kill him, VaLzextal— Tis no common death 
Which he ſhall die: I will have noble vengeance. 
Tb. my ſoul!! . e he 
VA- 
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VAI E RIA. qe 3g dive Bont 


Till thou We enn HoRxAÞ1A's vrongs 
As ſtrong en [ai 8 
- He? un Tho eee 
For my poor * friend, I muſt purſue him. 
His fatal raſhneſs may diſtreſs her more, 

And bring freſt ſorrows on an aged fire 


r Xi 227 1; Aanhem IEA: 
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A Ruus in Honariuss Halt. a 


HoR AT IA on 4 Couch, and bee, * 


_ s 4 
*$57 ir berg of H FEY Za *% 4% 2 ca io 


eames: | | * od 
Ceaſe, oh 3 aid, ye ſhall not fave me. 


- 


My utmoſt wiſh is death, and Iwill have it. 
Enter HoxAοqius and PUBLYOS s „ ow 
10 


Vet, let me thank you for this little liſe s. 
Your art prolongs, till I have made my peace, 
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5 * — * 4. * . EXP - ; 4 hy n 5 
And af d forgiveneſs here.. 


HogAT IWS. 731 Yd uE ? 
end, x my child! 
>d$Tomavit, 
What means this tenderneſs . I thought to ſee you + 


Inflamed 


„ Wat thonght, pry brocher,?.. ON / 
Nay tell e not. n gtay at leaſt in 


r 
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b 281 ]: 
Inflamed with rage againſt a worthleſs wretch, | 
Who has diſtonor d your Wiiſtrions race, 
And ſtain'd its brighteſt fame Tir pity Ido norte 
Thus kindly on me. O behold mei fir ß 
With that ſtern aſpect my wrong'd brother wears, vac 2A 
And Tmay then ſupport this n W ee | 
For I have FR fete 1 EPS -1 
Heere tam ir or en 2 
Thou haſt not, 851 Sand bag 
I ſaid," twas mats; but he Was. 257 
„ HoxaATIA. | 
O wrong him not, his act was noble juſtice. 
I forc'd him to the deed: for know, my father, 
It was not madneſs, but the firm reſult 
Of ſettled reaſon, and deliberate thought.” / 
I was reſolved on death, and witneſs ans, 2 
I'd not have died by any hand but his * * 
For the whole round of fame his worth ſhall boaſt 
Thro' future ages. Nought but this, my father, 
Could reconcile us; I forgive him na, 
The death of Ovararivsy this laſt blow ++ 
Has cancell'd that, and he's once more my brother. 2 2 
Ho arts. blond tw Wo 


n 


What haſt a ſaid ? Wer't chonld deat dork b 5 1 
Was all 5 ba diſſembled? 
1 


All, my father, 
All but mydove waefalſe+—whatraharanipired » :-- 1 1260 


Yvmannt . 1 
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I utter d freely, and ſtill hate the eaue vo 
Which has undone us, cho I Know twis adit Lay yall! 
But for theteſt; the tarſes lack I Bou e 
On heav 'n-defended Rome were merely tires” o 10 
To tempt His rage, and perfect my deſtruction A itt 
Heav'n ! with what tranſport I beheld him mord. 1 20 
How my heart leap'd to meet the rr ar 
And leave its ſorrows there u ba 
D 
224! 91019290 Unkind HoraTia! 
Had'ſt thou no pay en diy others a pig gon? N bluc- 
Could'ſt thou to caſe thy griefs abandon mech 
And leave him e „ 
"HoraTia. 5 
= YM isn 1071 Childlefs?' Gracivs powers, — * 
Can he be childleſs from whoſe happy loins 
Rome's great deliverer fprung, ng Ml ſurvives 
To bleſs and nee 
| 8  Hinarivs.” + we” Ah 
SSR ee e eee 
And I'm aſham d to 5 think how I neglect him. 2 l 
Forgive me, boy ; the has 1 unman 41 my virtue. E 0 7 
Yet can I ſee her thus, and not remember * . 
Her thouſand little tender arts, which ſooth'd 
The cares of age, and led me E. w © 
The erening of my days? : 
3 HonA rf 


» © 4 , Forget fi, 
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1 253 3 
They all are nothing now; this laſt dire acc 0 n 
May juſtly ſhut me from your breaſt for eue. 
Turn, turn to him; there blooms the kind baren, 
Of your remaining life. What tho) he bends 0 
His ſtern regards en me, who have deſerv d _ 
He is by nature gentle, mild, and loving, - 
Will greatly pity your deſerted ſtate, 


p 24 


And pay a double duty. {7 2Worniol e 2765) bas 
Hen Arise. 
i Wherefore then 
Would'ſt thou provoke his rage, and make me look. . 
With horror on him ? | 1 
HoraTta. 


Tis on me, not in, : 
That thou ſhould'ft look with horror ; tas "_ 
Not his. SEES: ad at net 
* Ren, : 
0 fooliſh nature, how it ſtruggles here 1 
Againſt the force of reaſon Save me, boy, 
From the dire conflict: when T look this way, [To hit ſon, 
"Tis reafon's triumph ; juſtice ſanctifies 
Paternal love, and glory crowns the whole. . 
But when L turn to her, I feel my ſtrength | 1 
Again relapſe, and ſearce can bleſs the band 7 
Which ſav d my country. 1 Sat t; 1 
HoraTia. _ 
Then, there's nought remains, 
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But thus to rid thee of the only clog,  [Tearingof bet 

Which keeps affection from its proper ſphere, Bandages, 

And ſhackles coward virtue But forgive me 

nd: to man NA PH : x 

My fiſter, ſtay ; I charge thee live, Hong 
O thou haſt ns daggers here |! 
HonATIA. 


dur becher! 


Canſt thou forgive me too? then I am happy. 


I dared not hope for that. Ve gentle ghoſts 

That rove Elyſium, hear the ſacred ſound ! 

My father and my brother both forgive me! 

I have again their ſanction on my love. 

O let me haſten to thoſe happier climes 

Whe re unmoleſtedwe-may ſhare our joys, 

Nor Rome, nor Alba, ſhall diſturb us more 


Enter Vauwenn,/ [In a fright. 
O fir, O my og thou livel, 
And Mes reever all, Te 6H 4 5044 IN, 26 ae 


21 Hos Aci. I ib ods 214 
WMuat mean yon, lady? 

1014 20 deep nini 10 

All Rome, my lord, has ta en th alarm, and: trouds © 
Of citizens enrap'd ate poſting hither fs bobs ol 
To call for juſtice on Hos Arius“ _—_ 1851062 
+ Horan,” ah 3 


wo 


For what? 1 859 8 N N \s 
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E 919301 0 HonATIA. 018 #03 iz 27; lth 
O bens 4 ee numbers of them 
moons his prorae on i i gte gti en ah 
W beige 
True they did; 
But my unhappy brother 
aged os IHARATIBSS rm api 10d bc 
cel Went hint. 
| bes Vl Ea ia. n nen 1d T? 
Alas he loved 1 and her loſs 
Has urg'd him to this frenzy. 
ett! Hamas. bog wet 
204 wo What of him? OR NAA 
Does he „ ſon? d. 101 „ neon 10 
iy 7 Lam l | Va 
Ftv) „ = 
And, as he pleaſes, ſways their giddy minds: 
Paints the dire tale in all its pomp of ſadneſs, 
And: wakes compaſſion by each varied art 
Of winning eloquence. Around the . 
They preſs in thonſands ; his author: 1 
'Tho' aided with ſtrict promiſes of Aenne 10 
Can ſcarcely calm their agitated minde-. vf lls> ot 
— But ſhe ſhall live, and all be well again. 
Turning tenderly toward Hora. 
#4 ">> 


Fg 
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N HoRA TIA. 
G no, it cannot be—deteſted parricide! 
Could'ſt thou not die without the added guilt 
- Of murdering all thy race O fir brother! 
Can ye behold me now, and not recall 5 
Your kind forgiveneſs : Can ye — will ye . Speab 
— But do not curſe me, fit ! 

| —Yet why, my father, 
Why Rand you thus amaz d The laws are yours; 
What right can they pretend, ungrateful men? 
Has not a Roman father power to take 
The lives of all his children: He but acted 
By oh command O take the deed on you! 

|  PuntIvs, 
My ſiſter Nay; and thou, my father, hear me: | 
I'll end this ſtrife, and die ſince they require „ 
Heaven knows how willingly! 
But let not ignominy ſtain my wreaths, 
Let me not fall a public ſpectacle 
Dragg'd like a criminal to juſtice. No, 
My father; ſave me- from that dreadful ſcene, 
Aſſume the generous right the laws allow thee; 
And take this forfeit life with honor from me. 


** [Offering him his Fir. 
| Honarius. * 
True, and it ſhall * ſo. Ves, yes, my children 


: "IM dis together. - rs 4 
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 HoraTia, [Riſing from the couch. 
O forbear, forbear — 
Was this pang wanting to compleat my fate l- — 
In pity to yourſelyes, to the dear honor 
Of your unſpotted names !—O blind old man ; 
Dareſt thou lift up thy ſacrilegious hand | 
Againſt the chief, the god who ſaved thy country. 
| [A noiſe as 
Alas they're tem- her me, I die—O now 
My Father, now exert thy utmoſt Force 
With them, and ſhew thyſelf indeed a Roman ; 
Not with thy ſword. | 8 
it Crrizgx. [Without. 
We muſt not be denied. 
224 CirizEx. 
We will have juſtice. 
| __ Varentrvs; | 
We demand Hon un. 
HoxATIA. | 
Would I could live it will not be 
. HoraTivs. 
My daughter ! 
| -HoraTia, | 
Regard not me There, there employ thy power. 
"Tis my laſt prayer—VaLERta, I adjure thee 
By the juſt gods, proclaim him innocent— 
They'll think my father partial—O remember, 
Remember, dear VaLzzia—brother—father! [Dies. 
EPs 8 Va- 
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VaLEAII. 
She's gone, ſhe's dead 1 
5 Puslivz. 
10 AN. Vill * 27500 57 
++, 179 97 „Then fate has done it its "work. 
Where are theſe. citizens ? ANOIRSST ad 201 310 2417 Nou m 
Hozarivs. e BE a NG 
n 


Punlius, look chere ·· look yonder- -what a fight! 1 | Pointing 
Ts it for this we wiſh for length e of days! — to Hon aris. 


A 
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O my poor bleeding boys, how much I envy. 38955 


Your happier lot ! 2 Fu d Tf Nog Salben. 

Enter TyLLus, VaLenvs, and CITIZENS, 

„ Varzxius. 
See ! fellow « citizens, ſee where ſhe lies 
The bleeding victim . | 
8 Tolrvs. 1 8 
Stop, unmanner d youth ! 1 

Think'ſt thou we 15685 not Wherefore we are here ?— 
Seeſt thou yon drooping fire ? 


HoraTivs. | Turning haſtily . them. 
Permit them, fir. 


" TToiLvs. 
What can n he mean? Some other time, Honarros. , 

„ E 0. 

o no, this inflant,” oth pew 8 
FE: "rt Crrizkx. 9 whe T 

He ſeems eager for Db . 
ee 
Wü ad & 1 mY £ i Ian e . 
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en i . | 

Well, be it ſo. I know tot © 
What he intends ; but if he meets my wiſhes, 
His flrong unlabor'd doquence « of grief _ : 
May move them more than reaſon' s Tubtleſt force. 
What would ye, Romans? e 

a . LER1US, 

We are come, ; dread fir, 


ge- 1 51 


In che behalf of murdered innocence | 1 
Murdered by fin, 5 n 
3 Hosarius. 3 
a RR | Whoſe 3 arm 
Has ſaved you all from ruin, O ſhame, ſhame! 
Has Rome no gratitude ? Do ye not bluſh 
To think whom your inſatiate rage e purſues 4 
Down, down, and worſhip. him. 
| iſt Crrray.. 1 
Does he plead | for kim fo 
2d Cirizkx, | 
Does he "AE his daughter” 5 death * 
Hoxariu 3. 
le does. _ 
ame? im 201 n 174 
And glories 3 in S glories i in che thought © 
That there's one Roman left who dares be grateful, 
If you are wrong'd, then what am I? MuſtI 
Be taught my duty by th affected tears 
Of ſtrangers to my blood ? Had I been wrong'd d.. 
I kpow a father's right, and had not aſk'd 5 
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This ready talking ſir to 8 | * ' of 
And mouth mywrongt in Rome. | Nad 28 

; 106116 Vannes. A IIIa off A 104% 
| 285 100 Friends, dountrymen, 25803 it 
Regard t, his grieſs have kurt his reaſon; 10) 10 
Tis true that PuBLIvs has preſerv'd'his couitr 7 
But muſt one glorious-a@'6xalt him quite 
Beyond all laws; and give a boundleſs ſcope 
To his o'erweening<ruelty ? Ert long SN ? valine "ty; 21 
He'll claim a privilege to murder afl b'fſtim:quu As ol 
Who dare oppoſe his will; and when his'fword 7257 


* He yy FE i 
8 11 


Has ſpread with mangled carcaſes your ftreets, 
He'll tell * was that ſword which n bis n. 
10 pit Honk Truss. Ait Jail 


Injurious youth **that Werd Which Wald bh 

Was never drawn but in his country's A telc l 40 
Some of you muſt remember, thou I'm ſure 

Ssxvilius thou wert there, and muſt remember 
With what dire curſes this unhappy girl— ip So one's 
I will not call her mine—purſu'd r _ 
And dar'd inſult the majeſty of 1 or od flag, is gs beolgq aun) 


"iſ Gn. 
1 d. 2 * 
Ves, yes, e all remem — 5 
180 5 L RIA 11 Su DYNS 16d 
ORATIUS. Rx 
Amn * Min eee 


1 Tas for that, 5 
For that he kill d herz twas not him ſhe i injur d, 
Tas in your cauſe he kill'd her, not his own; 
And muſt he die for that ? 11 tis a crime 


10 


A. 261 1 
To e nente your honor, he indeed Beet in“ 
Has been moſt guilty ; tas for that „ hn 
For that he kill'd his friends the Curiatii ; 
If that's a crime O let him die for that, 
Not for his juſtiet an A guilty:girls +l 400 111 46 


ann 
op uin; en nd flum wa 
4 z}SIhnoo Guilty zin: 
How guilty ? Madneſs bas . Wr 3 oaT 
To talk unpuniſh'd, LATIN» HH H 
Amen der i big li ad Joga usb of (FF 


1 


Horatius, 5 
4 Mad She was. not mad ; 
Believe me, friends, ſhe. own d it ere ſhe died, 


Confeſs'd ſhe did it to;proyoks. his yengeavce, . 


Deliberately Waren. 1407 214 77 1d ang, y9781t 7 EW 
on VeizAus, ne 
* | Chtizens, OE: 5 


Friends, countrymen, regard not what he fays.,. 4+" 
Stop, ſtop your ears, .nor hear a frantic father 8 
Thus fre: againſt } his Pl bub bas 


ORAT vs. 
N He does belie me, 
What child have I . 1 have but c one, 0, 
And him ye would tear from me. 
All Cirizzus. 1 
i * +" Hear bm, e 
AWN˖²O eil an — 7 21 use THOY ipyyitvs, 
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No, let me ſpeak. Think'f thou, angenciobes youth, 
To hurt my quiet? I am hurt beyond-—-! 4s 


Thy power to harm me. "Deaths extrenieſt tins 6 00 
Were happineſs to what I feel ——Yet know / 
My injur'd honor bids me live, nay more, 

Tt bids me even deſcend to plead for life. 

hut wherefore waſte I words ? ”Tis not to him 

But you, my Fe 11 yu I ons 


He lov'd the maid. - 
errlanx 11 
How, loved her ? 
Hox aT1vs. 
+ Fondly loved ben, 
And ander ſhow of public juſtice ſcreens F 
A private paſſion, and a mean revenge. 
- [VaLEgRIVs ; ſeemis confountled ard goes to his 2 
Thing ye I loved her not? High heaven 8 x. 7 witneſs 
How tenderly I loved her, and the aan 


I feel this moment, could you ſee my heart, 

Would prove too plainly I am {till her father. 
| You'll lay I love him too. o& p gloiy ne © e eB Hs 
| But tis not for myſelf, my dregs u i! banisf en 
| Will ſoon be ſpent, tis for my country's ue, N a 
I would preſerve her champion. *Tis not me 4 22 
Whom you ſhould pity, 'tis yourſelves,, your wives, 
Your tender little ones; — for moſt of you 
Are fathers t00. LO think, the time may come, 

$21 \ | When 
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II 263981 | | 

When you again ſhall want his ſword, and find | 
As I have found - But I. forget myſelf. rb 4 N 1 PEI 
You are all Romans, and what you e 1 57 120 N 0 
However bn . IS PE 

iſt Cirizen. 1 3 | | 

He ſhall be ſaved. | 

Varkaius has miſled us. 7 


e. 10 1 HW anrntong 

Save him, ſave him! „ 

HokATius. e 
I thank you, friende. 
Varzsius, 


* What mean ye, would ye Wh 


A Pa er from death Ill not be held, (To 51. fer, 
It was no crime to love her, I will ſpeak. _ 
I juſtice moyes you not, yet dread thi event. 

Fear ye not heaven and the avenging gods 

Who gave him up to ſhame, and urg d him on | 

To flain his conqueſts with a fiſter's blood?— 

| | Hoxarius. e 

A: away; Is. s he the firlt whoſe arm 

Was ſtained with kindred blood ? ? and dart thou talk” 

In Rome thus idly What's our founder then, | | 

If he's a murderer? Heaven approved the death 

Of Remus, as deliberate as this.- 


A \TpLyvs. 


+610 90062 ads Enough, enough! 
A H Vith 


"od 


„„ „ 
With reverence ſpeak we of thoſe mighty names 
Which ſtand enroll'd above. All acts of blood. 5 
Muſt not be deem'd as murders:;5 Tis th* intent 

And not the action conſtitutes the crime 
My friends, and fellow citizens, I-praiſe. +; 1:4 bo? 
That zeal for juſtice in you, which permits nat rad” 
The blaze of fame, or gratitude itſelf 
For a&ions which might moye inferior mind, ..... 


To blind or weaken its determine farce... ...., !12: |: / 
Tho' here perchance it err. Behold this youth 
So late your glory, with what conſcious ſhame _ 19'© ms 
He ſees himſelf reduced for one raſh act, Ep 
The crime of virtue, to ſolicit ib 
A life which he contemns. He loved the, maid... 
With a fond brother's love ; and had he felt / 
No nobler paſſion, the} bad till ſurvived. 
That nobler paſſion was his love of you. 
Say, ſhall he die for that ? For 'tis to you 
He makes his laſt appel. #2 
Or grant it were a crime, the” wort of crimes, 
You might with ardor ſeize the happy ee 1c! 
Which fortune now allows 7 Could = elle 
Have rais d your gratitude 1 to his deſert? W. 10 
Fate ſeems to have found out this only means 5 
By which you could reward him, "Life for life * 25 = 
You may return him now ; for freedom, freedom. 
i Cirizin. 
We did declare him free; but this Valk e ec ui 
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Rome bse in him? HA vod E Toms bas aft id 
oni ei“ ppp b me 20 3G Hutt 

Or turn this way, Hyet u debt femain 5 507 107 bak 
Behold that virtuoi friher, Who Süd bee 
This very mort à Hemer ug progeny,” OO 

The dear ſupports of his declining : age... © dan: 
Then read che ſad reverſe with pitying 12 re ny 
And tell your conſeldhs hearts'they fell f 155 ou. hail wor 
Heu eig: "2 Horatio: 920K 5 20 * on r 

I am o erpaid by that, nor claim! ought” > ge 4 
On their accounts; for by high heaven 1 fear | . 
I'd rather ſee him added to the heap | 1 
Than Rome enſlaved.” we 5 ack mY 
85 "1K Crritx. OO too; aſe 


eg 1210 en 
"v excellent 3 ws... 


5 
1 26s a0 eq don FT 
2d Cirizis, hs ig 
TS 101 281 21701 311 $1 148 
O worthy father! 5 
3d rr, 


„ 4 © 310 * 1 
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ere he ten times guilty, 
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Then I pronounce im free. ** | now, Hongrie, ö 
The evening c of thy ſtormy ; day a at lat ee ö 


Shall cloſe in Peace. Here, take him to thy breaſl. 
 Hogazuus. 
My ſon, my conqueror ! Tas a fatal ſtrok e. 


1 But ſhall not wound our peace. I . e 
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e „ £0, 0-00 > 
N 7 F LETS A eee 
Shall ff pread u ſweet pries o' er our 3 = 
Of f in after- times, tho' *tis not long | ITE 
That I ſhall trgwvie thee, forks! ſad remembrance 
Should Real a ſigh, and peeviſh age whe | 
Its reſolution, only boldly ſag wn FMA \ 
Thou ſaved'ſt the ſtate, and IlLintreat n 5 
Le Tous. e eee FREY range pl RX 
VaLERIUS betas your. friend again. A wo. 
But that we leave to time. The preſent . 8 
Muſt be employ d iat 0 aa end 
Tee Leinting 40 0 W 
Be that thy care, Hoseriws; that the gods 
May bleſs to-morrow”s rites, and gracious hear a3 
Our bymns of praiſe for liberty reſtor d. 

Learn hence, ye Romans, on how fare a baſe fo 
The patriot builds his happineſs ; ; no ſtroke, _ an ic 
No keeneſt, deadlieſt,” flat of adverſe fate 
Can make his generous boſom quite deſpair, 
But that alone by which his country falls. 
Care may to care, and grief to grief ſucceed, ,. 
And nature ee dee bee RG TE c n md ) 
Yet till ſupetiormult that hero'provezq vt , 1s hs VN 
Whoſe fuſt, beſt = i bir COUNTRY $ don. d. 
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Spoken by Mrs Privchard. T 
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23 DIES, by me our courteous: authoy nd. 
His compliments to all his female friend. 

And thanks them from his ſoul for every 8 

ndulgent tear, which they have ſhed to-night. xd 22442447 

Sorrow in virtue 'S cauſe proclaims'a . e 

Aud gives to beauty graces more reid. 

Of wh cu bear the lovelieft form of art, 

A cherub's s face, without a feel ng heart ! © | A 

*T1s there alone, whatever charms we beaſt, - . #1 

TOY men may 427 and fo. men will 60%, 
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The wife, the parents. pe the 1 ö 
All elſe, the verieft rates thenzſelues muſt un 
Are but the paltry play-things of the tun 5 14895 
The painted clouds, which-glittering tempt the cha 
Then melt in air, and mock the uain embraccs. 
Well tben; the private virtues, ee if 290 
Are the oft inmates of the female bras t. 
But then, they fill fo full that crouded ſpace, 
That the poor public ſeldom finds a place. 
And I. ſuſpect there's many a fair-one here, 
Wie pour'd her ſorrows on HORATIA's bier, 
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She'd fairly hang the brother, if de coull. 

Ny, ladies, to be ſure, if that be all, 

At your tribunal he muſt and or fall. 
Whate'er his country, or his fire decreed, . 

You are his judges now, and he muſt plead. 
Like other culprit youths, he wanted grace; 
But could have no felf-intereft in the caſe. 
Had ſbe been wife, or miſtreſs, or a friend, 

I might haus anſiuered ſome convenient end : 
But a mere ſiſter, whom he Iou' d—to take 
. Her life away,—and for his country's ſake ] 
Faith, ladjes, you may pardon him ; indeed 
There's very little fear the crime ſhould ſpread. 
True patriots are but rare among the men, 

And really might be uſeful, now and then, 
| Then do not check, by your Diſapprobation, - 
A ſpirit which once ruÞ'd ibe Britiſb nation, 
And ſtill might rule—would you but ſet the faſhion, 
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